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Conceived initially as a collected edition of poetry, 
this project could not get pass the stern, journalistic 
inquisitions of who?, what? when? and especially 
“why?” when there was no demand for any of the 
Original volumes so that a comprehensive 
assemblage seemed the most nugatory of vanity 
projects. A subsequent selection of poems, however, 
enabled possibilities for further aesthetic 
engagement, critically, in what was rejected but also 
by new arrangements in thematic categories, 
enhancing, by concentration, the explication of those 
topics that had been most important to me as a 
person and writer. 

Manifest in every category, an imminent (or 
immanent) sexuality which, naturally, running the risk 
of mawkish and embarrassing revealment, is yet, in 
the attempt, the emblem of serious art. 

The title, a phrase rescued from one of the rejected 
poems, constitutes a demure dismissal not only of the 
presented work but of the entire corpus of 
contemporary poetry. Upon the reception of gifts not 
wanted or needed, we have all felt a mixture of 
regret, annoyance, hope, as we stored them in 
cabinet or closet with the thought that in a couple or 
couple of hundred years, the items might be of use. 


[This book contains approximately half of my total 
poetic output. Most of the rejected poems were of the 
“| expressive type” that can seem so urgent at the 
instant of composition and much less vital and viable 
after. What’s presented hardly qualifies as a “best of” 
collection. For instance, the somewhat pedestrian 
“orose poems” are exhibited not as examples of my 
most accomplished work but as recordation of what 
has sometimes seemed to me, no doubt self- 
indulgently, my most authentic “poetic voice”. 
Following the poems, is the final and heaviest 
sedimentation of my memorialistic and “aphoristic” 


thought, a medley of particles in waves best sampled 
at random. As we uSed to say on (classical) radio, 
watching the second-hand sweep towards midnight, 
“We now conclude our broadcast day.” ] 


For the Dead Beloved 
(a free translation of Rilke’s Der Tod der Geliebten) 


He only knew of death what everyone does - 

that we are taken and thrust beyond knowing. 

But when she, not stolen from him, no 

but gently drifting from his sight 

went gliding into the realm of shadows 

and he recognized that her woman's smile, 

like the moon, 

was theirs now - and her way of giving joy, 

then he grew closer to the dead, 

felt kinship, a kind of friendliness to them 

so that when he heard the common talk of death, 
he disagreed - said it was a fortunate land, a place 
ever sweet, 

thinking upon the path there that had touched her 
feet. 


Er wufste nur vom Tod was alle wissen: 

dafs er uns nimmt und in das Stumme stot. 
Als aber sie, nicht von ihm fortgerissen, 
nein, leis aus seinen Augen ausgelost, 
hinuberglitt zu unbekannten Schatten, 

und als er fuhlte, daf$ sie druben nun 

wie einen Mond ihr Madchenlacheln hatten 
und ihre Weise wohlzutun: 

da wurden ihm die Toten so bekannt, 

als ware er durch sie mit einem jeden 

ganz nah verwandt; er lief die andern reden 
und glaubte nicht und nannte jenes Land 


das gutgelegene, das immersufse - 


Und tastete es ab fur ihre Fuse. 


Man, Woman 


Room 


For instance, along that wall 

the prints, Bruegel and the Piranesi, 
have an understanding, a treaty. 

This apartment’s geographies? 

Your nation, mine, neutral zones, 
rights of passage and terrains 

(this bed, that table). So many things. 
A complex mechanism 

how objects are there, 

registered and forgot; 

then refurbished by a glance, not. 
Perhaps the space was most beautiful 
containing only air and light. 

But that was a place no one could live. 


Voices echoing, we moved the first box in. 


Blessed in the Fields 


We took days off from work, 

(imagining our desk mates' wan faces, 

our plated names, talked about) 

and rode Commuter Rail to the country place, 
walking through the great lake of meadow, 


its wind swells of clover and Queen Anne's Lace, 


to the trail head ... 

Back in town, exercised, 

you put on your fetish clothes 

and the result - like the reviewed wine we had waiting - 
was “bubbly with a fine finish”, 

we laughed in the twilight, strong, reposed. 

But there was a gnat of doubt - 

would a quarrel, a pale stack of travail 

have given more ... the word was dry on our lips - 
“satisfaction”? 


and the gnat buzzed “yes, yes”. 


An Ordinary Boston Evening 


You on the sofa, me in the chair, reading. 
We are waiting for disaster, 

for the war from over the horizon, 

or the phone’s small, stressed voice 

with news of diagnosis and death. 

Yours, mine? Which would be worse? 

This can be discussed. 

For death, we have known, hard but natural, 
is just another thing that happens. 

Death, we think, isn’t it. 

No, call it karma or Original Sin, 

some strange “In the Beginning” Gotterdammerung. 
The catastrophe has already happened. 
Built-in, it underlies everything— 

my smile now, your turning face, 


“Darling.” 
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View 

Bifocal, I focus off print 

and through the library carrel window 

to a limed, delimited field - tree tufts 

and enough horizon to define its rise and fall. 

My line of sight reels out and relaxed between 

book and blue ridge (both partial views) 

I find, frame my reference: a Flemish scene, 

the reading scholar turned away from the open casement's 
garden where perspective converges near two distant 
adulterers. 

Yes, I know, saw long ago how my wife's lovers 

are generalized types of delight just within reach and groped 
for. 

Here in the book lined quiet the question can be put 
dispassionately 

“What needs correcting?” - her generous wandering eye 


or my fidelity that's hard, specific and overprescribed. 


Just Another Home Game 

There's a warbling like an urgent device 

but J's tied up and I won’t come to the phone. 
Anyway, our few friends know better than to call; 


our privacy an exact science, not to be disturbed. 


Trapezoids of car light orbit these bare white walls. 

Upon the bed's groaning grid, we conceive and model in our 
limbs 

new constellations - Taurus, The Vamp and Kinsey 5. 
Catalog by Polaroid. 
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Now on a wind change's late waves comes news of a distant 
event. 

"FIRST and TEN CA-va LIERS". Someone's about to score. 
We pause, poised to hear the Home cannon's little big bang 


and the crowd's, as it gathers you'd think it cosmic, roar. 


Autopornobiographies 


No biography, our truest history would be 

a medium of harsh lighting and bare facts, 

something nearer pornography, its close ups and sound 
tracks: 

your sighs when you first were stripped ... 

how within weeks your shy smiles became knowing grins 

and there followed as if fast forwarding, months of discoveries 


kinks, stunts, rope tricks, acrobatics. 


In our rich middle installment 

you were almost mechanically passionate - 
I see your head reeling on the pillow, 
slo-mos of the way you gripped me in, 

I hear your reliable cries rewinding 

(that item of my pride when neighbors 
stared and I knew they were thinking 


“She’s the loud one, the screamer. There”) 


These days you parade in after your bath 
and stop, powdered and perfumed, a foot from my face. 
A pause, a space. After three thousand plus fucks, 


our bodies couldn’t care less but our wills are restive 


and deeply sexed. So naturally, I drop my book, 


hit some switch, touch myself and look. 
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The Orrery 


... but their love would exfoliate, create 

and without children or pets, their garden was the place, 
sited on a partial rooftop deck, aligned northwest by southeast, 
it caught the slanting sun, with tricky spots— 

the next building’s shadow, chimney and ventilator shade. 
And so, on weekends, weekdays, when there was time, 
they’d arrange the pots to follow the day’s changing track, 
diligence (akin to drill) granting each plant its due of light. 
This then, was what they made: 

Roses unclenching upon slender stems, 

Sunflowers looking down, 

thoughtful Fibonacci diagrams; 

Morning Glories that torqued and climbed, 

Poppies, bright simple things, heavy with associations 

(the Rubaiyat and Plath and Owen) 

Solar herbs - catmint, chervil, chives 

planted in a hermetic pattern; 

the clay containers separate in relation, 


orbiting the sun, darkening in the rain. 


Dry 

In the second month of official drought 

our deepest selves wondered why it was so dry, 

light wrapping around us like cellophane. 

Asperity was in the air and our discourse tightened; we grew wry, 
clearing little saharas for the only thing that flowered in aridity, 


old resentments. After each brush fire quarrel’s flare up and 
burnout, 
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we tasted ash mounting in our mouths. For weeks, our bed was dry. 


Cats and dogs flinched at petting hands. Squirrels at their trees 
paused, 


panted. And what had swept sparrows, toughest citizens, from the 
streets? 


They were dying - when a thimble of water might have saved a 
tribe - 


dying quietly in the buildings’ linings, the dusty gutters and eaves. 


Meantime, we watched Weather-TV for satisfaction, its 
disappointments 


reliably routine. An actor, upstaging a map, teased us with a sea 
breeze, 


predicted a tight spot of light-weight rain. Script fatigued, his 
improvisations 


spiraled off, bizarre, baroque - “Compared to this, scattered 
showers which this ain’t, 


would be a torrent.” You punned (poorly) to provoke me, “He 
meant torment”. 


Next day, the midday darkened. The first drop was a shot, followed 
by wind 


and the long applause of leaves. We stood at the window, spray 
splinters 


pricking our skins. Naturally, the weatherman was wrong, it rained 
and rained. 


You turned, smiling, and it was to me a mercy, a quality never 
strained. 


Forty-love 


Was it my handshake, with its finalizing squeeze 
which you interpreted (correctly?) as a come on, 

that finished our series of innocent lunches? 

After that, I could never get you on the phone. 

Which is not to say the ping pong of my email invites, 
your polite rebuffs, does not provide amusement. 


Quite the contrary. Nor does the lingering image displease, 
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my voice on the answering machine, you in your office alone. 


Gallery Effect 


It was almost a lark, finding a day 

to play at adultery and yes, view the art. 

In their fantasies, everything was foreseen 
except this: how each painting’s field of force 
would draw them in, send them through its lens 
so that they emerged behind the machinery of effects, 
focused, intensified, almost touching. 

That they would always have, 

the day framed in a kind of catalog raisonné, 
projects they had worked on, 

Savery, the Maes, a Chinese scroll. 

And as they were worked upon, 

what had the paintings seen? 

Time’s long cold corridor, 

two figures together then apart, 


motionless, moving. 


First Wife as Violin 


I always think of my first wife as a violin 


and since she was blonde, one of a lighter than normal hue. 
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If thoughts were notes, she could hit them more accurately, 
faster than anyone I have ever known. And courageously, 

she would essay a lead or strike up novel harmonies. 

Once a famous French physicist came to lecture. 

Following his talk on quarks, at the question and answer, 

my nineteen-year-old bride stood and said “Your central 
equation, 

Monsieur, I’m sorry- all wrong.” I still see that frantic man 
rapping the greenboard with chalk until our aged Laureate 
creaked up out of his seat to proclaim, I think with glee, 
“ladies and gentleman- the young lady is correct.” 

Another time, passing the salad bowls, she said “Paradise, 

a place where the slope of nature rises toward the Good.” 

Of course, like a violin she went easily askew, was often out of 
tune. 

She had many bad days. She dropped a teacup and cried for a 
week. 

(Running over the squirrel, she had not wept as long or as 
intensely.) 

After our honeymoon, it was clear she was way beyond high 
strung. 

Busy with bills, burdened with the mortgage, our best 
deductions, 

I never made love to her but brutally. But to take again that 
teacup. 

I think she saw in an instant what I can only explain clumsily - 
that in a world where objects shatter, beings die. We never 
touched; 

me, on the essential surfaces, she at the broken heart of 
things. 


Which you should not regard as an expression of regret, 
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(it was a relief to be rid of her) but rather as a figure in music. 
Call it a reprise. You want to go back and you do only you 
don’t. 

Not really. 


The Falklands Affair 


I was watching lots of TV, 

saw the slim feminine ship 

take the hit, one hot rocket. 

It broke like yoke; liquid, victim. 
Meanwhile, he was advancing upslope, 
taking the high ground, two hills. 
In position, he crouched to fire. 
And you took the hit. Exocet. 

It’s good I’ve a mind for history 
because twenty years later, 
laughing over drinks, you say 
“Darling, you’re deep in your cups. 


Stop making stuff up.” 


Flying Westwards 


Head bowed over the in-flight tray 
you are sorting our Kroner, Euros, Pounds. 
I look on, in easy possession. 


Where are we coming from? 
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There was your beauty, 

a dangerous alluring place; 
my violence, a masculine tour 
with all the standard stops - 
a rival, a friend beaten up. 


You felt no pity, no regrets. 


We are left at cruising altitude 
in this middle-aged plane, 

a medium between destinations. 
Constrained in our seats 

we arrange little stacks 


of not yet expended assets. 


A Freshening 


The time we went too far 

it would have looked like 

but was nothing like youth’s passion 

which we recalled as entirely natural, 

our era of good appetite. 

Since then, we had acquired a taste 

for elaborate scripts and staging, 

for the props, costumes, cosmetics, lighting - 
all of it familiar and rather shopworn - 
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for instance, the little runs in your stockings, 

the regimes of various hygienes. 

The surprise was when we noticed 

it was again working, how in a moment 

it went from fakery to frenzy. 

Later we discussed the difference 

between “actor” and “event” 

but right after we walked in the wind 

and only the wind was real, everything else, thin. 


The Peace 


Was it like this - 

the concuss of the last aimed gun diminishing, 
crowds surging in famous streets, 

cities loud with light and victorious couplings 
late the next day awakening 

to find their uniforms thrown off, estranged, 
the grip of orders slipped and so they rested, 
entirely at ease but for their straining to find 

a familiar threat in the morning’s hollow. 

Was it like that - 

our history of inflicted defeats 

ending in this miracle where we both have won 
and smile like statesmen at the treaties? 

Days pass in a secure peace, for instance now 
as we chat, cool atop the sheets, such friends 
everything can be asked, be answered 

except this - Do you miss the hard times? 
their fact and metaphor the minutes just before 
when | sized you up, we grappled 
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and were merciless in our movements, 


making not love but war. 


The Circumference 


It was love at first sight, 

as it had been falsely, so often before. 

Now for the first time again 

this would be the one that made 

all the others right. 

He became very careful around her. 

Nothing, he knew, was good enough, 

not his words - common courtesies dropped away, 

tasks went unsupervised; not his deeds - 

he avoided her, the ground between them grew and grew. 
The circumference of his hope; that she too was in retreat 
and along the same line so that somewhere, at love’s last site, 
before it became obsession or mere fantasy ... 

and then one day in the narrow workplace, they collided 
back-to-back, turned with quick stumbling apologies. 

But he was close now and in her eyes could see 

a tiny figure, himself smiling. 
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WAR 


Celebrate V-E Day with Ike’s Colleen driver 


After the Germans signed, 

our Allied stars slapped backs 

and shedding with every camera’s flash 

the worry that made them thin, you could tell 

how they’ll age in the easy occupations their nerves 

have yearned for, the soft campaigns. 

Tonight, walking through our chateau’s moonlit 

and jazz amazed gardens, they’ll aim only champagne, 
command just squads of waiters or grope along the garter 
line. 

Here surrender holds. 

But in the black forest a sniper, some Nietzsche reader, 
thumbs his bolt and waits. A farm boy 

clumsy in his boots from years of bare feet trips 

a mine - its malice goes deep, it happens far away 

while defeat is always what’s nearby that can’t be helped; 
for me - the general who sleeps in my V and returns 


a hero to his quiet stateside wife. 


Singapore, 1940 
In the two seasons of humid air - monsoon and high summer, 


it hardly seems wise to worry. Newsreels glower “war clouds gather” 
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but end with an anthem and “Britain stands committed.” 
Reinforcements have been dispatched: Arthur Ernest Percival, 
the new General Officer Commanding, was tops at Tactics School. 
Admittedly, in tropic duty uniform (shorts and over the calf socks), 
his is a stature more scout masterly than Field Marshalsome 
which may - like the vast naval base empty of capital ships - 
convey a kind of confidence and give potential enemies pause. 

It may, but readiness assessments are undertaken anyway. 

As opinion divides over the aeronautical ability of the oriental eye, 
its handicaps of shape and shade, the verandas at Raffles Hotel 
open onto the same fine views - Albert Square, the opalesque bay. 


Around the round tables, beneath the paper lanterns, it’s the usual chat 


money, politics and that most local of governance, who is sleeping with 


who. 
Lights burn late too at Fort Canning. After a rigorous day of war games, 


officers stand down, their underarms stained. Today, India Brigade fell 
back. 


Tomorrow, it regroups, counterattacks alone a line - Percival moves a 


marker, 
fingers a map - that runs through a rubber plantation. Like the one 


he toured when he first took command. Thousands of trees planted in 


ranks. 
The light was grey beneath their thick canopy. Anglo-Dutch Michelin 


arranged a demonstration. Squads of brown men, machete 


armed, fanned out. 


In minutes not a figure seen; only trees slashed, bleeding. 


Feldgrau 


In the twilights of his mind, 

he never left the trenches. 

But professionally, he moved on, 

there was much to learn - 

mechanized, combined operations. 

He married the Graf’s youngest daughter 

and soon there was little Erica and Hans, 

a succession of gray garrison towns, 

of field manuals, composed and mastered. 

In time, transfer to Berlin and promotion to staff. 
A relief not to be a line officer - 

having to police the streets, 

breaking heads of Reds and strikers. 

The country needed a strong leader, 

a Hindenburg, a Hitler. 

In middle age - the champagne gush of victories; 
the Ruhr, Austria, Poland, France. 

Sitting in the café, he watched the Parisians 

and felt a satisfaction that was deeper 

than that of a job well done, than his new uniform 
(no longer Colonel but Herr General), 

as if after shouting, he had been understood, 

as if a difficult woman at last had come. 


The sun warmed his wine. How good to be alive 
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in the spring of 1941. 


Pacific Bathetic 


A reconnaissance team, we were landed to watch the straits. 
Enemy planes would pass, high and so to our eyes, slow. 
Warnings we sent and the signal came back “received”. 

No relief came. Tiny words, English, Japanese, interweaved. 


Dial lights dimmed. After many bright days, rain. 


Iwo died from fever. Saito complained of cramps. 


He set out for the mainland on a driftwood plank. 


Weeks, months, the knot slipped down the calendar stick. 
Fach year, I place a stone upon the silent shrine of the radio. 
Days, I check the fish lines, levels in the water barrels. 

Nights I try to sleep. Today, a tower breaks the band of sea 
and sky. 

A merchantman beyond the reef. Plainly painted on its prow, 
our ensign’s red and white. The war, I knew, had gone far 
from here. 

It stayed in my dreams, mixed with women and a newsreel I’d 
seen. 

The Emperor, riding, became the sun rising over sacred 
Nippon. 

Black rays reached across the ocean. Our Co-Prosperity Zone! 
All morning, I have watched the sailors move like lice. 

Now the launched boat nears. Swept off the radio top, 

years are islands, stones sparkling in the sand. 


(Banzai, Banzai, Banzai!) 
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On Reading Manstein’s “Lost Victories” 


Above the glittering debris fields, the Benz Star rising, 
bands back in the beer halls, stocked shops; 

from retirement’s bungalows, 

the field marshals are again maneuvering. 

“Dear Colonel-General, 

thank you for your letter 

describing the retreat of Army Group B. 

if you are ever in Kessel .... 

my account will appear in England 

with an introduction by Hart, 


their panzer man.” 


The book I hold in hand, delightful 

with detail and bluff, soldierly deceptions - 
“behind the in-leaf saplings of the state collective farm, 
our Jaeger groups lay in wait.” 

“T knew of no crimes behind our lines, 

my oath to Hitler I could not break.” 

A good dinner rumbles in my gut - 

new reinforcements but I nod off 

under the reading light’s heavy siege. 
Words fall out into letters, 

long black ranks on life’s white page, 


like soldiers, like graves. 
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Bletchley Park 

Cloud shuttered light and slaps of wind, 

the rippled pond and one cold swan, 

these we accept, nature’s clear text. 

We interrogate the rain-pooled drive 

that once was thronged with olive-drab official cars, 
the vacant mansion echoing in our footfalls 

its memories of generals and boffins, 

the huts that were up-start, pungent with pitch, 
dilapidated now into a barrow-like belonging, 
where in a brightness intensified, 

behind blackout curtains, a man, a woman, 
stared at randomized letters, 

looking for a way in, an intuition 

as if playing chess against a master 

whose game has this weakness— 

faced with one improbably correct attack, 

his defense becomes predictable, this then that, 

a position cracked as decryption machines clatter 
and the dawn leaks in, the day watch entering. 


Now a half century later, what remains 
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is what we see and can be read in any book 

“the best minds enjoyed recreational maths, 
chess, puzzles, amateur theatricals” 

or learned from the badged, bereted guides 
though today their words are wind-blown, 
scattered, as magpies, sheltered under the eaves, 


chatter in old, unbroken code. 


Afterwards 


The next day, they took the woman to the place of bitterest 
fighting, 


to the bodies scattered like outbreaks of rock, clumped like 
storm slashed timber. 


It was hours before she found it, the scar blazing the twisted, 
hacked at leg. 


So they hefted him for burial, Herald, her bedmate and king, 
his face pulped in. 


The common Saxons stayed, grey or white in the cloud broken 
light. 


Ravens pecked at eyes and mouths; weapons were gathered. 


A few prisoners, roped together and shivering, waited to be 
lead 


down the beaten slope, through the changing groves where 
leaves, 


rasped and glinted, voiced the wind, their sharp tongues 
fluttering. 
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Histories 


Fort Warren State Park 

Where was meaning on the fortified island? 

Was it on the parade ground, a bright vacancy 
that strained to hear above the sea’s drum 

the last, the next barked command? 

Or in the facts of history, here generals 

of our late Confederacy were imprisoned. 

Was it in the layering, the salt marshes 

surveyed and drained, the granite tons 

stacked behind wind strummed mason lines, 

the days defended by these cliffs and canyons? 

Or was it in our trying to comprehend the bored, 
ordered lives of the garrison or looking at our own, 
late afternoon tourists fanned out from the crowded ferry, 
in our seeing how in each case studied, 

something was missing and our thinking that this, 


added to what we did see, must be the meaning. 


Oh, the Nightingales Throughout the nineteenth century, 
thousands of nightingales were trapped for the London 
market. In the words of one observer, “the birds take poorly 
to captivity. At certain seasons, the gutters of Holborn and 
Seven Dials were clogged with their felted bodies.” Yet I 
doubt they were much miserable, quickly dying. And to 
balance the equation, what enjoyment did they bring to the 
old, the sick, the melancholic? Oh, you want an example? Ok, 
think “Regency”, Jennie the maid, jilted by Jack the drover, 
buys a bird to sweeten the staleness of her attic room. At 
night, it forgets the weave of wire and dreams it’s free, and 
hearing its soft throated notes, for a while, so does she. But 
frankly, it is hard to get worked up over loads of dead 
nightingales. Or the people. Everyone alive in London - pick a 
date, say April 1868, is dead. Tell me that makes you sad. 
when really you’re glad they’re not around, competing for 
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love, position or space. They are out of the race. And as to 
nightingales, well, I heard one once, one summer in 
Somerset. and if you haven’t, just Google search 
“Nightingale” or consult Audubon’s Big Book of Birds with 
CD-ROM of song. 


Victims 


And so, beneath the grim headlines of crime or crash, 

they gaze out from the family contributed pics (offerings?) 
as if they would speak and were stopped when they would 
explain 

how all the weight of things -- the cars, houses, papers, 
weren’t enough to keep them ballasted, up right upon this 
spinning globe, 

how all the ties that bind - the parents, children, lovers, pets 
could not so attach them as to prevent this separation; 

how, the point of their outward looking expressions, your own 
life 

that contains the sky and horizon, this moment’s length of 
hope and history, 

can, in an eye blink, become something that in a week’s time 
is ashes, bones and other people’s memories. 

You know, yellow newspapers, boxes of old photos. 


The Fit 


You confessed to having been used, 

in a sense owned by many. 

Theirs had been an honest, mechanical pleasure, 
the way a man slides the bolt of his rifle 

again, and again, for the slip of parts, 

the tang of oil and metal. 

In your sadness there was a glint of satisfaction, 


you had found something, a grounding in submission. 


And what hurt me wasn’t your history 
but the dream and pattern of it, 
not what I’d been missing but what seeing you, 


I knew I was part of: the fit of men and women. 


Stern Ornament 


The carvéed figures turn to us, 

twisted in wooden whorls of pain; 

mouths agape, their cries have rushed out 
leaving this vacuum, this quiet. 


Note the lion’s underside, he’s been “cropped” 


and the unicorn, mere horse now, brutally dehorned. 


Still, dutifully around the circular motto 
“Hone Soit Qui Mal y Pense” they stand, 
their story on the gallery’s laminated label 
briefly told:1667, de Ruyter’s raid 

upon the Chatham docks, the English flagship 
(Royall Charles) unmanned, surprised, 

its long, becalmed haul to Holland. 

There, the laying on of hands, 

the breaking off of the enemy’s emblem, 
its four centuries of slow captivity, 

since 1900 hung high like an altar piece 


in this still cell of the Rijiksmuseum, 
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even a bench provided for contemplation 

of the force that lies behind all we do - 

that frame it as we will, as karma or the chromosome 
moves and moves on like an age of sail, 

leaving in its roiling wake, moods, memories, 

a flotsam track of artifacts, for example - 

this stern and gelded ornament, suspended as monument 
yet transmitting across history’s dead seas 

pride, determination, the grief of action 

as we sit and shift, shallow draft vessels 

that have caught a trace of wind 


and pull against our chains. 


Elegy: for Allison Krause, killed at Kent State, May 4, 1970 


A girl is standing by a tree 

(the photograph is clear), wearing 
a pea jacket and blue jeans 

and outlined against the sky 

she is all we have wanted; 

we might imply - her shape is land 
and her voice (she is shouting) 
sounds the spectrum of metals, 
brass now but in other lights 

what gold, at twilight the silver 
and never come near what’s essential - 
the dark space where her hair 
falls from her face, 

the place for putting a hand. 


Oh, it is hard to write 
she has five minutes to live 
yet in these photos - in books and magazines, 
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eternally it is so. That is her time. 

These five are hers 

and fast ten years that are not 

and you want to shout 

live them well, they must last you ten, twenty years, 
the distance opening between us. 

Soon she will run and lie upon the ground 

But for a moment she stands 


as we advance always with the guns, 
shouting what we cannot understand. 


Roman Remains 


We were far from southern England’s green and pleasant land. 
Here, high fast clouds kept eclipsing the sun. The cropped 
grass 

and rocks mirrored the light, too dim or too bright, like my 
mind 

switching on or off, my desire for you there or not, something 
definite, 

edgy and that | liked. You, on the other hand, were a variable 
known to veer toward shadows or follow flocks of birds 

so | allowed you to lead and positioned myself, responsibly, 
behind. 

Of course, passing the Heritage milestones, we were securely 
on track, 

no need, in fact, for my carefully marked survey map. From 
low rises 

| caught flashes off the old Roman road out of Carlisle, always 
on my right. 

Finally, after our steepest climb, we faced the great 
Northumbrian ridgeline, 
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gray crust of wall cresting the top, the long incline etched 
ideogrammically - 

barracks, the baths, ancient remains sprinkled with sheep; a 

car park, 

the temporary museum. Inside, the usual bits of iron and glass. 
And under spotlights, something green and glinting. A busted up 
bronze 

labeled “Augustus - Orator Type”, the outstretched arm intended 
to awe 

the troops, solicit their salute, missing. Looking at a replica 
(perfect, penis sized), | wondered if that’s what | was for you: 
the gesticular male who laid down the laws, who articulated what 
you could, 

could not do. Outside on the windy slope, you were easy to 
categorize: 

a wild tribe that respected no border. No rest, I’d guess, for the 
Romans, 

rounding up groups that had broken through, sternly warning, 
killing a few. 

Tedious decades of interdiction, discipline and drill. Now at noon 
under an undivided sky, sheep stand upon debris, lick lichen 
from stones. 

Turning to share my insights, it seems you’ve wandered off and 
I’m alone. 


Well fine. The walk back is long and I'll explain it all to you 
then or later on. 


Framed 
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A child, I cried when JFK was killed, 

when our charming, shining knight 

was cut down by the shabby assassin. 

Now I see that grief as a period thing, 

a headline coeval with certain hats, 

hemlines, cars with fins. 

Now we know: pro and anti-Castro Cubans, 
Texas oil men, reptilian mafiosos, 

the CIA, the KKK, cold-cocked husbands, 

all were gunning for him that day 

and have told us why, with what good reasons. 
So many shots, so many Mannlicher-Carcanos ... 
bathetic as a ballad, Kennedy’s head explodes, 
at the center of every plot, Zapruder’s rose. 
All dated, all fades. 


What stays forceful and strange 

is the ever spooling reel of doubt, 

a pale man between heavy deputies; 

a reporter pushes his question, a microphone’s barrel - 
“Did you shoot the President?” Oswald’s words rerun - 


‘I’m the patsy, I’m the patsy.” 


Fates of Exchange 


The soldiers, shifting in ranks to see the gifts, 
grinned but Cortez, ever courteous and grave, 
bowed low in acceptance, noting how easily 


the Indians wore gold - necklaces, arm bands, lip plugs 
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that would buy estates in Spain, stables of stallions, 


a pale Infanta’s bridal hand. 


The envoys, Montezuma’s noble kinsmen, 

were proud, seeing in what was laid down not submission 
but proof of power, their city bestowing such rarities, 
“shadows of the gods” they called them, capes and cloaks 
made from “life-green, most green, what turns in the wind 
turquoise and emerald”, feathers of the forest dweller, 


the shy quetzalli . 


25 Vendémiaire, An II 


Hoarse from question and denunciation, 

the Tribunalists quietly flourished their verdict, 

sent the woman, bereft of husband, children, 

and Versailles’s pretty things, back to her bed of biting straw 
where in half-sleep’s delirium it seemed a brocaded servant 


stepped down a mirrored hall so that she must set her Age of 
Reason smile, 


take from his white fingered hand (light split by the barred 
window) 


the beribboned proclamation of the day - execution at noon. 
This she foresees almost contentedly, as if a last levee 

but not the lurching ride in the uncovered cart, 

the streets coiled into one vast animal, 


its multitude of mouths opening with a roar. 
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BIOGRAPHIES 


For the Defense 


My older (by twelve years) brother, 

the trial lawyer, the family’s greatest success: 

after law school, the scrawny scholarship boy 

put on pounds; he loved throwing his weight around. 
Always, mother tried to bend to his tantrums, 

(our weak, alcoholic dad, long dead) 

her head sinking when he told her to buy new clothes 
or that the kitchen needed cleaning - 

typically, he’d toss a wad of twenties down 

and command “Take the money. Do it.” (Door slam). 
And every month, a new Cadillac and girl. 

So much followed in his great wake - 

four divorces, neglected children, 

houses palatial with junk: 

red carpets, faux antiques, plastic busts 

but also in the churn up - 

the stunned faces of his clients. 

Only once did I see him as they did - 

(“Kid, watch me do a case.”) 

how with booming voice and body mass, 
surprisingly nimble in the court’s cockpit, 

he seemed the never beaten defender, 

Perry Mason, a star on stage, 

and they, the weak and innocent, 


sure hoped he stayed that way. 


Big Man 


I like the smooth skin of paper, 

the slide of reports across my glass top desk. 
My security chief reads (and writes) them. 
Thin and worried, he wants to replace me. 

He should be shot. But he’s needed on the job. 


Always there are more plots. 


Above the mahogany door, 

my latest state photograph, 

me in the gorgeous blue and gold 
of an Air Vice Marshall 

(with Order of the Rhino 

and Presidential sash.) 

What part of him or me 

was ever that child 

beaten in the schoolyard? 
Quickly I grew in size. 


I have three official wives. 


Teachers and trade unionists 
think I’m bad. I’m merely big, 
the natural state of man. 

Along with work, I need to play: 
Great day! Our national carriers’ 
(Air my-country’s-new-name) 
first wide-bodied jet! 

Ribbons, champagne. 

I squeezed into the pilot’s seat 
and grabbed the upright stick. 
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Now there’s monthly delivery 
of professional blondes. 

At night my limousines, 

as decoys and armored cars, 
glide the capital’s necklace 


of arc-lit, flag decked streets. 


Scandal! 


(There are numerous accounts of the famous 
Profumo scandal of the early 1960s, among them, 


Christine Keeler’s “Scandal”, Xanadu Press, 1989.) 
Could be filed under: women why we regulate them. 
Christine - pretty little piece who puts out 
great shape and curious multi face - 

full on, elfin, goofy, a petite pout, 

profile, regal, Egyptian 

her lovers see double - child/woman. 
Profumo, Minister of War, 

driven but with refinements - 

he likes fine wine and women. 

Capt. Ivanov, gold braided attaché, 

he wishes he were back at sea, not swimming 
(spying) in corrupt old England. 

Enter the West Indians - Big John E. 

a solid guy with a gun to protect his woman 
(Christine!); “Lucky Gordon” - he stalks 

with an ax and generally lies in wait - 

his idea of a date (ask you know who): 


rape - rape - rape. 
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At the center of the maelstrom, 

Dr (of Osteopathy) Steven Ward, 

master of introductions - he cuddles (only) 

with Christine, hears her bedtime stories - 

all those exotic men and parties. 

You want to say - hey Steve! 

you're really gay (receiving), get in touch 

with that side and stay, otherwise you’re headed 
for a bad end - rigged trial, ineptly successful suicide. 
Decades later at Welfare Heights, 

Christine, not looking so good 

(nicotine and gin - bad for the skin) 

primps, -- a touch of perfume. 

It’s like old times. She has a date - 


ghost writer and agent. 


Biographical Note 


In a rush of masculine desperation 
and breathless from the stairs 

he ran to her office to find her 

not there. “Despite all marriages 

I must see you” read his jagged note. 
Later, playing with her reply, 

she looked from her Mayfair window, 
saw in the root lap of a London plane 
a blaze of unmown green. 

The next day, her letter in his mail— 
blank paper sheathing two grass blades 
touched with her perfume. 


He grasped its sexual yes 
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something too of reaping, the slash and the cut 
but could not foresee the final harvest, 


a clutch of poems, three deaths. 


Auld Lang Syne 


My thoughts found their enabling friend, 

this new computer’s search engine. It reeled you in. 
Idling at work (which I rarely do). I tapped a vectoring word 
or two 

and there you were, in glowing pixels, courtesy of your 
institution - 

a private high school - not even a two year college. 
Guess I beat you in careering. (Or did I ? Librarian) . 
You’re instantly recognizable - but grown so very bald? 
With great bags under the eyes and not the hint of a grin. 
You look pretty grim. What might be the cause? 

A sick child, an unwise wife or wives? 

It makes me sad, this widening time of separation 

when once your thoughts (I thought) were nearer to me 
than mine, why, we shared everything, cars, money, 
nothing between such pals. What could break our bonds? 
It’s a tease to say I don’t recall. It was that girl. 

Who sends me a card every other year. She has no news 
of you unless she’s playing false again with me, with you. 
(Wouldn’t you agree - I was always true?) 

It all comes back ... well, I’m tempted to mouse your page’s 
“please contact’ or even pick up the phone -- your voice! 
Touching reconciliation. But on second thought, my first 
before I even began the search - given all I know of you, 


I think not. You were my best friend, but friend, what a jerk! 


(Floating above you on the screen, a thin gray reflection. 


Books stacking up. Get back to work.) 


Seasoning 


There was delight, seeing the fire 

singeing the edges like a stationer’s motif, 

burning the sheets behind, bursting out, 

a hot mouth that ate your face of words. 

My careful heels crushed the ashes. 

What was left of your hundred letters? 

A small square of folded paper, labeled 

“Seeds from my garden-1998”. 

These I dropped in the hungry spring 

and watched the plants thrust up and thrive. 

Chives. All summer, I cropped the leaves, 

sweeping pungent heaps of green 

into empty Twinings tins. One plant untouched, 

its blades curled into tubes, spear tips of bud 

breaking into lacy butterflies of flower 

that were shriveled pods before October’s rains, 

a stalk slashed and whipped, seeds for the next harvest. 
But what of my dried spice, last remains of a hot season? 
It starts out lemony tart, ends up grit against my teeth. 
This long winter I use it to season vegetables and meats. 
A bitter herb, I sprinkle, I eat. 


Many Worlds 


Grief, pain, loss propel us to our pluralized lives. 
Few of us here are all here. That woman there 

is always going down stairs to the basement 

to meet a familiar child (herself) and her abuser 

in a half light of heavy breathing and clanging pipes. 
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Another, on the T, a maid, stares at marble and mirrors, 

the gleaming shapes of the restroom where she was raped. 
The man selling you a car is playing ball with his brother, 
the one who grew up and died in Vietnam while the man 
who stood beside him on the firing line is obsessed with feet, 
not the two he lost but mere measure ... six feet closer 

he would have died, six feet distant he could walk 

and so he limps along, his universe marked off in two yard 
spans. 

In personal terms, these are cosmic catastrophes, Big Bangs 
but worlds also multiply upon the action of moral atoms, 

lies, each of which creates, at minimum, four dimensions: 
the world before the lie, the world during the lie (strange 
physics!), 

the planet Revelation where the air is clear but clouding 
since just over the horizon, lies ... 

it’s like the many worlds interpretation of quantum mechanics 
except this really matters. No theory but your life or lives. Or 
lies. 


The Master of Bottles 


In the stemmed glass’s refraction, 

he reflected on his life and work, 

the still lives -- quintets, quartets, 

now trios of bottles. 

In a few decades, if he lived, 

he’d reach pure deduction, 

only a canvas stretched and primed, 

a thin ground of color. 

Then he’d close the door on perfection, 
on the studio’s vacant easels and frames, 
the wine bottles in their dress of labels 
and copes of dust, solo or in clusters, 


like guests at the exhibition 
suddenly hushed. 
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THE INFO 


Inquire of the local common man, this middle manager, middle 
aged, and he’ll recall bicycle rides from old style, centralized 
downtowns to nearby dairies, orchards, farms -beyond their 
fences, nothing but green; long drives thorough that country 
(past rust riddled, cautionary signs, “Next gas 40 miles”), the 
longest leaving him at the gates of Great State U, its pseudo 
temples precinct 

ed by gardens and half mown meadows that had become, by 
twenty fifth reunion, bus huts, and alum kiosks - the 
Parthenon of Mem. Gym razed for the “Rec-Plex’s” acres of 
reflective glass, its book by the hour, climate controlled 
playing fields. Once, what was the human and the known were 
alike destinations in unpeopled emptiness - one wise woman, 
an illuminated codex, the scholar’s shelf, his sequestered 
room, libraries - wisdom’s warehouse, like the licensed whore 
house, places one journeyed to learn or, exotic “for instance” 
item - Baron Conrad’s Amazonian Opera House, (egomaniacal 
erection, ca. 1910), intended to civilize, just by being there, a 
thousand miles of jungle. It stands still, mildewed cathedral of 
an expanding shanty town loud at all hours with Fusion Bop 
and Radio Rio’s Oprah clones while worldwide, from 
broadcasting masculine spires to each feminine receiving dish, 
through wires that were deep-set, secret ore, through the 
formerly unregulated air, on uncountable consoles, info 
metastasizes and like sex, is everywhere. Which was our first 
and most strategic science, man and woman coming together 
in the battle against fever, pox and plague that in the long run 
we’ve won so that all our touching techniques can be revealed 
as steps, polish or packaging in a grim industrial process - 
quite simply, we’d make enough minds to crowd out ignorance 
and shrink death’s continent, vast as the badlands and 
uncharted seas, to a horizon, a line on the EKG, a kind of 
commodity (something boxed) all must buy but not you and 
certainly not today as you get your life in gear and drive 
though it will be many miles before your eyes find rest in 
natural dark and even then you’ll note the brightest star is 
Telsat 9 and those blinking cruciforms - the usual cut rate 
flights to Europe, Asia and Antarctic Park. And who hasn’t 
looked down from the plane at the terrestrial Milky Way of 
pulsing lights, seen the constellation lines that are named and 
numbered roads and recognized -always our deepest need was 
to know and now we know, know this world’s administered 
scope and slender clearances, its many rooms of desire and 
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grief - how after gusts of wind with rain, you may freely stroll 
any cities’ shining and briefly emptied streets. 


DAYS 


Towards Zenith 


A chill, turncoat spring, 

the dogwoods too white, cold as porcelain, 
the honeysuckle’s many fallen flowers 

a dust of petals dry, mush when it rained; 

the birds, staking out territories in song, 
alien, iterative, nailing notes. 

Perhaps another pestilential species, waiting? 
No one could say. 

Hope came down to this - the televised brave, 
not quite human in their masks and scrubs; 

a neighbor’s emailed offering 


“Let me know if there’s anything you need.” 


Meantime, we cultivated our quarantined desires, 
above all, for the estival sun, 

its unequivocal heat and light 

absolute -- as we are, no less 


insistent on health and life. 


Development 


From our building’s keen edge 
we looked down on the leafy acre 


where we held picnics, recruitment fairs. 
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Pressed against the tinted panes, we pointed, 
pitying the trees as Jurassic machines, 
mulchers and lumber rigs, moved in. 

And even as we complained 

we were cheered to see the tiny men 

who mastered them, their brisk work 


a nonchalance of notched cuts and cables. 


Frankly, we were fatigued of trees, 

tired of their chic silhouettes, their charitable shade, 
the whole aloof show of green uplift 

and winter’s widowhood that was a kind of put-down 
when beauty was for us our warren of work 
expanding like a mine, a clear steam of video, 


the foliage of bright pixelated memos. 


At five, we exited to ground level and new satisfactions; 
a wider screen of sky, the soft, de-stumped earth 
tracking an impression of blocks, buildings, shops, 


the bars we were headed to for the night’s hook-ups. 


Hurricane 


When in the middle of the last century 
systems of low pressure 

began to be given names, 

we smiled in recognition, 

They were like people, like us 


predictably wayward and violent. 
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Decades later, from the eyes of satellites 
(which had lost all denominating fame) 
we saw hurricanes were swirls, 

galaxies or seashells, spinning 

above the living blue. The worst storms 
(it turned out) had beautiful forms. 

We wondered then what pattern 

our own days of wind and rain 

gave to some higher self, spiraling 


beyond controlment and common name. 


Days 
Monday-Friday 


It was labor as good behavior, 

a way of staying out of trouble, 

of tallying days. The work’s per diem? 
futile inventories, redundant upgrades, 
decreed committees teething 

like baby nation-states, 

white papers run up flag poles, 
positions we’d fight for, 

memos crafted with care and dispatch, 


monuments to our glorious Head. 


All unmolested, clerks and interns came and went. 
Middle management was going nowhere, 

for them, no supervisory gropes or vast adulteries. 
Frankly, they were past it, could hourly concur 


it just wasn’t professional. 
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Which staying after five was, 

tapping their distress to distant chums, 

(also distressed), digiting themselves whole 

new identities in cyberspace 

“as a surgeon, I’d recommend - 

Sorry, gotta catch my plane!” 

under their screen savers, fantasies ending in ellipses ... 
Hungry or called home, they’d rise with a sigh, 

rub cramped hands as if they had folded time, 

stacked it like old newspapers, 


columns of gray days, lengthening. 


Saturday 


The grocery grab was easy 

and the roof over our head 

was paid for by the month. 

Still, we felt an emptiness, an itch - 

there were shelves of ourselves 

to be filled with something that clicked, 

blinked, played, recorded, blended, diced; 

we wanted anything that verbed 

and so went back on the streets 

scanning, alert for the object’s seduction, 

its ping to our pang and at detection 

we made the clutch: all else was baroque, was ceremony - 
the flourish of Gold Card and the pass of pen, 

the credit machine’s stuttered benison, the clerk’s grin. 
At home, where attention was cleared and a space, 

we pressed a button and watched, 

knowing it would never be this good again, 
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unaware, almost, of all our other things 


waiting. 


Sunday 


Madrigals on the radio, we folded the Times, 
headed towards our noon of sex, 


a known Monteverdi beginning. 


Cruising 


One moment we’re rolling along the ground, 

the next we’re dumbfounded and looking down, 

our trust in the broad unencumbered wing, 

in the engines roaring somewhere behind 

(trying to escape themselves in climb). 

As the angle of ascent evens out, our pilot chimes in 

with a “sit back, relax, enjoy the flight”, the weather at 
destination. 

This is cruising altitude; hands detach and a happy alpha couple, 
window and aisle (us), begins to chat. 

Which is what they are doing up in the nose, trained to do - 
reading out dials, noting figures of terrain, discussing 
peculiarities 

of airports and routes, what pilots call “being in the loop”. 

Of course, they’ve seen it all: bomb scares, near mid-airs, 
landing gear jammed, smoke in the cabin. They continue flying. 
And today, everything seems easy, our captain, gently graying, 
eases the stick and is contented, his emblem and ours 

this ordinary middle aged plane, complex, maintained. 

Let’s admit my metaphor breaks down, 


no crew could fight as we have done, nor any material 
endure our deep damagings. But being with you 

is still like flight, exciting, accepted, dimly understood. 
Something keeps us going, not our conscious selves 
but whether angels or engines, who can tell? 


Trail 

Here was the first fret of Pangaea, 

the ancient, unitary continent, 

the land here higher than Himalayas 

before long generations of wind and rain 

planed it down to the low, misty ridgeline 

that we, neighbors and friends, are climbing, 
taking satisfaction in the exercise 

and the setting up of destination (up, then down) 
diverted by the little techne of trail craft, 

the broken branch or damp upturned stone, 

the inventory of the spotty clearings: 

clumps of wild flowers, (Jake’s Lantern, Fallen Star), 
the mushrooms nurtured in the root laps. 
Frankly, we were nature’s amateurs, 

most engaged by the view through thinning clouds 
to the white squares on green fields, 

houses where our properties and things, 

our families and careful wives were. 

And so on the returning trail, 

in our firm handshakes and light banter, 

it was between us, a recognition, 

the destination that need not be spoken, 
“women”- who are to us second natures, 


their faces changing like light upon the rock 
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as the wind finds in the treetops a voice 


rough and rasping. 
September Hinge 


The clock tower sounds closer in the slightly colder air 

and the world, wider than we can know, everywhere 

in these local latitudes begins to gather speed; 

squirrels - time’s figurines - run, their noses down to the 
ground, 

trees in the little pick-up of breeze furl their bright 
undersides, 

petticoats of leaves as against the light washed sidewalk we 
see 

for the first time again, their trunks are blue, blue as veins 
and vain the sky clearing to abstraction, harbinger of thought 
before the fall, that here in cities and towns, there is no 
harvest, 


no abundance, none - other than our work, our days. 
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Ende vom Lied 


Diagnoses 


She pitied her organs 

that had been contented in her body’s shade, 
the purple liver and green bladder, 

the delicate coral kidneys, 

the tinted garden where her life grew, 
suddenly publicized by computer scans 

and soon - under surgery’s hot sun, 

shown to be spotted, cankered by the mushroom. 
Did she have any questions, the doctors asked, 
their little gesture of usherance, 

when already she was ahead of them. 

But her husband, sitting there, was stunned 
and so, hidden from all view, 

she stretched to him her hand. 


Late 


I haven’t heard from you in a while; we conversed so easily. 
Where have you gone, upon what strange conveyance? 
We always traveled together, hand in hand, arm in arm. 


I remember the color of your eyes- 

your voice low, soft but definite, 

your coltish walk, your smile that surprised - 
I remember these and other secret things. 


Is this some kind of a test? 

Have I passed or is this the kind 

no one passes, that never passes, 

namely “fate”- a word for everything that happens - 
you lost and me waiting. 


The Turning 


Sickness was a rain and wind-swept street, 
its buildings darkened, all doors barred 

as you walked without destination, 

every step a weakening, 

and health, a dream of a sunlit 

leafy place, a child’s park 

where voices called your name 

as you pressed against the turn gate, 
pockets stuffed with bread crusts, peanuts, 
for the sparrows and squirrels that remembered you 
and also were waiting. 
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This first section of aphoristic propositions is composed of 
memorial memoranda, totaling about three pages’ length. 
Readers may, understandably, wish to skip it and begin after 
the double bar boundary. 


The confections of culture and imagination had no power; he 
felt there was no escape now from “the facts of life” of which 
the most intractable was her death, her destruction. He was 

like a dog, scratching at the door, trying to get out. 


She died with great courage and while grateful for the 
practicality of the example which made the ghastly business 
easier for those around her, I’m left unsure if I’m inspired or 
humiliated, the usual dilemma presented by a standard too 
high to live up to and too compelling to ignore. 


I’d give the reminder of my life to have one “normal” day with 
her (and funny the calculation, an hour wouldn’t do). But such 
a day is impossible: if normal, it would pass without special 
awareness while experiencing its poignancy would over 
burden it with significance and make it impossible to endure. 


[Post script: an hour will do.] 


When she was alive and I thought of her past, I saw her as 
living, as if viewed through a window. After her death, it was 
like watching a documentary, a dead figure moving. Both 
were past tense but the aspect, the tenor of the verb had 
changed. 


My one impossible hope was the “Flatland analogy”. Ina 
world of plane figures, a sphere passing through Flatland 
would appear as a circle that got larger, then smaller, became 
a point and disappeared. Plane figures can’t perceive 
dimensionality. Might she exist in some dimension I can’t 
perceive? It is not likely but neither was it likely that a 
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creature as superb as she was would ever exist, and existing, 
die. 


A great reader, she knew all the important English novels of 
the 18,19", and 20" centuries. Narrative gave meaning to 
her life. Accepting that every story, including her own had to 
end, she never complained about dying. 


It was unendurable, thinking of all she had lost, her 
enjoyments, mental and physical, the dispossession of 
everything dear to her, including her life. My loss of her, in 
comparison, seemed minor; it could be coped with. 


I knew she was weakening day by day but I did not see death 
which was working inside, as casually unperceived as taking 
breath and then suddenly, not taking it. 


In the end, I don’t think she thought about what she would 
now never do; she had told me years before that she was 
satisfied in her achievements. She may have considered her 
lost enjoyments but she recognized that if you are not 
around, you don’t miss them. She thought about her life 
without any real regrets; a strong-minded atheist and 
materialist, she had no fear of judgment or expectation of an 
afterlife. No, she focused on her assigned task, doing it with 
the least difficulty for herself and others. She died as she had 
lived, efficiently, modestly, without complaint. In that 
concurrence, it was a beautiful death. 


She died in my arms and my animal fear of death advanced. 
Weeks later, it retreated back to its old corner although now 
the corner was closer. The big change was moral; if death 
could take her, a being superior to me in every way, then it 
was fair I too should die, as if doing my duty or performing 
necessary work. Death seemed Jess frightful, provided I could 
affirm some prior commitment in my life to justice, duty, or 
work. 
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At the end, they don’t want to hear their favorite poem read, a 
Bach partita, or that pop song they loved back in 1968. They 
want a sip of lime soda, bits of melon, a taste of honey. 
[Children, being born again-backwards. ] 


We were naturally at ease with one another, then, naturally, 
she died. 


Days together, spent in conversation and shared chores, 
being comfortably in harness with her so that no destination 
seemed impossible and all loads were lighter, the pleasures of 
sex, one of which was knowing they would again be enjoyed, 
riding the next crest of wave, all of it a nurturing ocean of 
great organic complexity -suddenly withdrawn leaving 
endless sand and wrecks of memory. 


Her death was like negative space, ungraspable but defining 
everything. 


A strange country -beside the grey river, beneath grey skies, 
a grove of trees, grey leaves falling. 


After two months, I no longer felt intense grief. I felt nothing, 
which is a consolation, an accommodation to my own death. 
In other words, if I wasn’t weeping every day for the loss of 
one such as she, why was I even alive? 


The experienced doctors, the hospice nurses, no one could 
say when she would die. But the cat knew and lay beside her 
all that day. 


Having witnessed people dying, I never saw serenity or 
transcendence. They looked tired. Dying is hard work. 
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Afterwards, it occurred to him he didn’t have the courage to 
jettison courage, to just stand there, uneasily at ease and fully 
face the devastation. So, he kept up the drill, the parade of 
being brave. 


What gives direction to life is death, the magnetic north we all 
are pointed towards. 


Art, literature, music, theater, all the ornaments of culture 
she enjoyed, I now view the way a parent does a dead child’s 
toys. 


In the four months it took her to die, she never complained or 
broke down. At the time this helped me. Now it hurts to 
contemplate such virtue. Her cowardice would have condoned 
her death in a way her courage never can. 


Great grief flattens you and everything else. Your eyes are at 
the same level as the clearance and suddenly you can see 
minute sprouts of the possible. But let’s not call them “hope.” 


I felt my grief, varyingly, deeply and superficially. At the 
superficial level, it was experienced relatively, at depth and 
upon the surface. It’s like a radioactive medical marker, 
revealing what’s concealed by its obviousness, that our lives 
are mostly lived at the “superficial-superficial.” There are 
good reasons for this and they are deep. 


That she ate a lot of fruits and vegetables, drank only two 
glasses of wine on weekends, exercised, saw her doctors 
regularly and died at age 70 means I can eat anything I like, 
booze it up, watch TV and confidently avoid the medicos - an 
ideal regime either way, if I want to live, if I want to die. 
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One is very lucky, and I was, if the last of your life’s lessons is 
learning how to grieve. 


In time they lose their specificity, they become ghosts, ghosts 
of memory and what is more useless than a ghost? 


Not that the physics of forgetfulness is that dependable. A 
single word heard - and one hears them speaking; tying a 
shoe, you see them tying their shoe, vividly, as if summoned 
up by a spell or talisman only now with that little look that 
asks “are you forgetting me?” 


Today she came back to me, delivered in a box,. her many 
talents and skills, her loves, her hates, memories, and hopes, 
her incalculable beauty, transformed to ashes -no, that’s too a 
romantic - to pulverized cinders, useless and slightly 
disgusting grit good for nothing except filing a hole. The box 
cannot be negotiated with; it is impervious to hope, it 
destroys all value. It is the true Chernobyl to which the actual 
event in Ukraine is just a reference, a line in a dictionary 
supplying a word. 


Walking in the woods, it occurred to me “I only have a limited 
number of steps left in life” and then “only a finite number of 
breaths and heartbeats”, each one taking me nearer - not to 
where she is (which is nowhere or nowhere I can know) but to 
where she went. We had always traveled together so that this 
separation seems like I have missed my flight and she has 
gone on, alone, hundreds of miles ahead of me now but I am 
closing the gap and, in time, catch up. 


When I was a child, scratching a garden beside the tenement 
with my toy trowel, I thought owning, someday, a stretch of 
Virginia land to grow flowers on would be paradise. As it 
turned out, it was not anywhere in particular, it was many 
places, walking in a freezing Boston rain, for instance, 
opposed by a hard wind -that was paradise if she was beside 


61 


me. Paradise was wherever she was, and yes, a qualification 
for the place, I knew it at the time. 


As the healthy hikers passed him, he gave a nod and a slight 
smile so they’d never guess that just ahead and off the forest 
path, he had spread her ashes. 


Some readers will ask -what about fun, joy, happiness, and 
pleasure and I say-we are made for them and they come to us 
naturally. There are whole libraries telling us how to eat our 
meat and drink our drink. But every person distills truth, a 
strong and peculiar liquor, from their particular experience 
and if those that choose to drink of it find it stings and burns, 
no one should begrudge the distiller a modest laugh, quaffing 
his shot glass of success. 


What harm does bad art do? Well, what harm does litter or 
abandoned junk do? In some contexts, you could - and people 
do - call detritus “art”. Back to the question. 


One of the chief elements in aesthetic pleasure was our 
knowing art was difficult while appreciating the successes in 
front of us which, in their facility, looked easy. The bar for 
literature was always low, mere literacy and these days you 
need only find your voice (anyone can) and speak in it 
(everyone does). Which returns to the original insight: good 
art remains hard only the view is now from a vast vista of 
failures, not successes. 


Art must have the power to divert, to entertain. How else is it 
to draw our attention over its many competitors? But 
pleasure, sugar coating to the pill, cannot be the primary aim 
of art, which is to transmit knowledge. Art whose primary 
purpose is giving pleasure will always lose out to ice cream, 
champaign, and kittens, which of them artful in their way. 
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Borges, beisbal y yo. Solo la gente aburrida encuentra 
aburrido el béisbol, una afirmacion verdadera de la que se 
puede generar otra sustituyendo "Borges" por béisbol. Sin 
embargo, hay gente inteligente que encuentra el juego 
tedioso, al igual que después de atravesar las seis 0 siete 
cimas de la mejor fabula de Borges, uno se encuentra en los 
extensos pisos de su obsesion por el tiempo, las paradojas, los 
laberintos y los gauchos, un terreno de inmovilidad. El béisbol 
es el Unico deporte importante que no tiene un mecanismo 
para terminar los partidos empatados, ya sea por medio de un 
tiempo muerto o de “sudden death”. Un juego de la era de 
César, a través del ascenso y la caida de los reinos, las 
guerras que comienzan y terminan, Shakespeare y Einstein 
haciendo lo suyo, podria seguir en marcha, eternizado por un 
marcador parejo. A Borges le encantaria. (Oh, the great days 
of the old Empire League: the Roman Senators, the Parthian 
Shots, the Egyptian Nihilists, the Athenian Sophists 
(notorious ball ‘doctors’)... Sextus Pompeius in the on deck 
circle, limbering up, giving his long look.) 


As is well known, most poets despise poetry and can’t stand 
to read it and even those sympathetic to it avoid it lest they 
come “under the influence.” My question is this: with so many 
more people writing poetry than anyone (including poets) 
reading it, what is the point of this overproduction, what can 
be the value of anything in such useless surplus?(I am aware 
of specific poems by Auden and Yeats, defenses of poetry that 
figuratively depict poets stacking bricks amid the ruins, an 
activity so much better than just sitting there, beating their 
hands against the rubble, work I approve of provided there is 
no looking over the shoulder and pointing to one’s heap as if 
it were of interest; a natural thing to do that yet should be 
resisted because Art, in its self-sufficient aspiration and 
identity, is marred by gesticulation.) 


What person of aesthetic sensibility would wish to add to the 
indigestible super-abundance of art, its requirements, 
insatiable, for storage in museums, galleries, warehouses and 
vaults, in the superfluous homes of the supra-wealthy? The 
most admirable (but obviously not the most admired) artists 
of the 21*' century are those who say and do nothing 
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All those interminable masterpieces - name one that didn’t 
bore you to tears. 


Never forget: the greatest danger to any artist attempting the 
highest achievement isn’t foes but friends and fans. (They 
know exactly where to thrust the knife and have in hand the 
invisibly poisoned blade, praise.) 


Some people would conclude that I ruin these aphoristic 
statements by casting them too often from the position of “I” 
But ‘I’ is the universal pronoun - we see with our own eyes 
and think -“I see”, not “this is vision.” 


Yes, I could have written various fictions that in their 
resemblance to all other fictions (depictions of people 
thinking, talking, acting) would have been “truthful.” My 
aphorisms, despite their outward directed rhetoric, only have 
meaning for myself - their truth value is strictly personal and 
to that extent, they are fictional. 


Asinine. Okay, my idea was to cross the long striding steed of 
history with the dainty donkey of poetry. Instead of the 
practical hard-working mule (with a kick), the aphorism, what 
I keep getting is the ass of self-revelation. 


Ars brevis. | needed a very brief literary form to work and 
breathe in. Anything longer than a breath made me choke. 


Most serious writers measure themselves against the great, 
wanting to be greater (see Virginia Woolf in her diaries, sizing 
up Shakespeare). It was clear to me that my work needed to 
be small, not another Zauberberg adding to the slopes no one 
would climb, its energies tightly bound, occupying voids left 
by the huge, able, maybe, to trip up lumbering mammoths 
even if they were masterpieces. 
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Presenting aphorisms, asides, and journal entries without the 
mass of an authorizing masterpiece (no “front man” to my 
burlesque) was tactically brilliant even if the move, as tactical 
successes often are, was futile. 


“He’s an aphorist.” It really does sound like one of those 
minor and slightly disgusting mental disorders, like 
exhibitionism or fetishism for which you’d be prescribed 
something healthy and outdoors, like volleyball. 


Most of my “aphorisms” don’t take flight, they just roll down 
the runway which is still a type of transport. 


The paleoliterary. The big beasts got bigger and there were 
more of them. Thrashing about for territory and rank, they 

took no notice of the creature scurrying between their feet, 
its bright eyes, its tiny teeth. 


A pathetic fallacy. The aphorism has slight regard for all other 
forms of literature, finding them prolix and pretentious. It is 
on nodding acquaintance with lyric poetry but wishes she was 
less enamored of her own voice and more practical. Take 
note: the aphorism does not want to be your friend; it is the 
weasel of words. 


If after reading, five, ten, or twenty of these observations, a 
reader were to hanker after a real book (of fiction, poetry, 
philosophy) I’d only be gratified. I always wanted to do my bit 
for literature. 


Nothing is more superfluous than the new novel because 
there are thousands of novels already written in the 
strangeness of the past and in dictions that surpass in 
unfamiliarity anything written in the breath of the current. 
There are reasons for a new novel but novelty is the least of 
them. 
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In the interest of fidelity to human psychology, we should 
revise Nietzsche’s “what doesn’t kill me, makes me strong” to 
“makes me whine”. 


In one respect, death is an admirable fellow - he’s a doer not 
a talker. 


It turns out that the famous story of Christ and the adulteress 
was just an addition to the evolving bible by some episcopal 
editor who enjoyed a good story - one too good to leave out 
and too good to be true. 


Much better that Christ, Buddha, Mohammad, Plato had been 
practical men, telling their followers to wash hands at 
childbirth, boil water for drinking, and restore forests, etc. 
instead of the usual directives about God, “the Good” and 
morally correct living. 


I'd like to ask any Christian saint, Buddhist bodhisattva or 
Islamic wali, this question, “Since you don’t grow a garden, 
maintain a house, raise a child or care for a pet, what work do 
you do in the world?’ And if the answer is: “I generate 
compassion and set a good example” I’d add another 
question. “This compassion, is it detectable? As for setting a 
good example, don’t most gardeners, homeowners, and 
parents do that?” 


Old Roman Dialogue 

Gaius: It seems the barbarians are at the gates. 

Markus: Gaius, you may you have noticed, there are no gates. 
Gaius: So, we are the barbarians? In any case, I am 
spending the summer in Pompei and hope to see you there. 


“So what was normal day like for you guys?” Well, I was 
either fucking her or wanting to. Is that what we should be 
talking about, what you wanted to fish up? Because there it is 
- thrashing amid all the small fry in your cast net, the great 
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white shark of my lust for her, voracious, moving, never more 
than briefly satisfied. 


The more I think about it, the more it seems my love for her 
was essentially based on her sexual utility, for what were we? 
Draftees in the war against death. But soldiers in the actual 
wars always say “I fought for my friends.” So, the question 
turns back on itself. Maybe I loved her. 


Masturbation isn’t sad or thinking on the dead shameful. But 
masturbation imagining the dead is about as pathetic as it 
gets. 


One thing I learned from Don Patterson. Needlessly intricate 
your expressions - it gives the appearance of oscillation, the 
active wave length of thought, its troughs and peaks. Always 
use two words when one would do. 


I want to say to x, y and z, “If you don’t see the beauty of 
Schumann, you don’t see anything.” Then I reflect, it’s better 
unsaid. Their slobbering approval, like hounds, would in time 
bring even that great hart down. 


I don’t need a cardiologist to know that my rapid pulse, rising 
from a routine nineties to the low one-hundreds means my 
heart is working too hard to implement the circulatory circuit. 
No, I don’t feel bad about it, I feel elated, racing towards the 
finish. 


If you ever wondered what life was like in ancient Egypt or 
classical Athens, it was like this - a flow of normal days 
sinking imperceptibly into the sand. The sand is time. 


Living each day as if it were your last, however theoretically 
advisable, is impossible. So we live each day as if we were 
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assured of a tomorrow. Both approaches are erroneous but 
the latter at least allows living. 


Second spring. Young again to this extent, unable to sleep, 
tossing and turning, wrestling with words, lacking a woman. 


At age 55 or so, the little dictator between my legs stopped 
giving orders and started waiting for them. 


The important thing about philosophy - not its truth content 
(for who can evaluate Plato versus Hegel versus 
Wittgenstein?), but its style; a mind has an appetite for 
answers; what is the flavor of its questions? (Of course, this is 
the view (“philosophy”) of one who pecked at philosophy the 
way a bird does seed.) 


In a happy marriage, the phrase “Till Death do us part” seems 
a drafting mistake in a mutually beneficial and perpetual 
contract. 


We are not truthful about our sexual lives because erotic 
gratification occurs in a place removed from the everyday, 
practically honest self. Which justifies adultery since its 
disingenuousness is, along one twisted line, an authentic way 
of being. 


She was varying in love as I was in grief. A case, perhaps, of 
duelists choosing their weapons. 


She reported that the best thing about her adultery wasn’t 
the sex but the intrigue. “It was like being a spy.” - an 
alleviating answer but my revenge was never to entirely 
believe a word she said, even if she was speaking truth. 
Especially if it was the truth. 
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For those who are the victims of adultery, I’d recommend 
adultery. Not as crass revenge but as a means of knowledge. 
On learns that adulterers have their reasons and that 
sometimes they are good ones. 


After she confessed her adultery (which was very adult), the 
sex got even better. In bed, he could be less of a gentleman, 
not that his standard of good manners in bed had ever been 
high to begin with. [He realized that, via various twists and 

turns, they had arrived at the same page. ] 


Having shattered someone, don’t expect forgiveness which 
can only ever emanate from an at least partial person. The 
shards you’ve created exist only to cut. 


Let’s say the event left you pulverized. Now you can 
reassemble a self with no sign of a scar. To that extent, 
absolute injury is better than partial. 


After deep hurt, a great injustice from one trusted, one 
experiences a moment when, almost as relief, you believe you 
deserved it, were asking for it, a forsaking of identity, the 
sense that whatever it is or was, it has nothing to do with 
your prior good opinion of yourself. This is a rare, if ironized 
coming to knowledge and who to thank for it but one’s 
“enemies”, or, is that “friends”? 


Well, he really knew what happiness was now that it seemed 
not just another country (a passport could get you there) but 
another planet, viewed from a telescope - the wrong end, so 
exact, so far away. 


To have been happy, really happy just once ... something to 
be drawn on like a pension for the rest of your life. 
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For the lover, his beloved embodies all beauty, all truth. Such 
devotees are so ridiculously easy to deceive that the adored 
may feel compelled to consummate the betrayal not as a 
challenge but as inevitability As to her beauty, who is to say it 
might not be enhanced, featured by a flaw and now truly 
true? 


We’ve all seen the cartoons: the late-departed in robes, 
strumming harps on clouds, a comic trope. But looking up 
into the early twilight sky, where would she be, having paid 
her debt of death, but amid the peerless blue and purist, most 
luminous, white? 


Lovers’ hurt hearts find in the hurt salvation, 

In wounds trophies of their proud wars with time, 
And bring their scars in somber exultation 

To the golden altar of love’s gaiety and rhyme. 


From a poem written by my father-in-law, Dr. Lawrence 
Nelson, when he was 60 and I was 14. 


The two dominant strains in my character - first, an almost 
self-effacing good humor and cheerfulness, not themselves 
necessarily superficial but tending to content one with 
surface, second, a modest masochism that sought in hurt and 
defeat an unambiguous if conflicted gestalt of meaning. The 
masochism inclined me to sexual dominance, the good humor 
to generosity - I knew exactly what the subbies needed to be 
happy and gave it to them. 


He knew all about Custer’s Last Stand, JFK’s assassination, 
9/11, the Punic Wars, etc. as if a gathering of dire facts would 
shield him from disaster. Decades earlier, a graduate student 
friend, an amateur actor and a bit of a ham, had told him “The 
readiness is all.” Which he interpreted not as “be prepared” 
but as “neutralize surprise.” So, he collected history the way 
other men do guns. 
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My only intensely felt religious experience: attending a 
liberation of Amsterdam service in Niewue Kirk, sitting under 
the uplift of tall, white washed walls, clear glass and lances of 
light; between hymns, the firm, gentle voiced pastor giving 
his sermon in a language I didn’t understand. 


I have the highest respect for Hume’s critique of the Self 
which is very like the Buddhist view- the Self is a delusion, a 
bundle of impressions. I see myself as a parliament, with 
various and changing alignments, ruling factions, speakers, 
points of view, with radical parties that allow you to hate and 
love at the same time. In such a flux of currents and 
coalitions, try finding anything permanent. The fact remains, 
this parliament is yours, local as your brain, unique, intimate, 
not anybody else’s and not a thing to be disvalued. 


In the centuries of faith, there must have been many who 
thought all the talk about immortal souls was pure 
speculation and poppy cock just as I, who believe in a 
materialist/physicalist account of mind, see there is great deal 
in this view that’s lacking and so speculate that I might have a 
soul after all. It’s nothing extraordinary, the critical voice is 
one’s own voice, louder than the chorus of received beliefs. 
Some religious men live in doubt while I, an atheist, have 
hope of something that is not a nothing. 


‘What is the matter, my lord? (Polonius) I believe mind is an 
emergent property of highly organized matter. I also believe 
that matter, at its most basic level, is an emergent 
manifestation of cosmic mind. This is not a contradiction but a 
circle of signification. (“Emergent” is a word borrowed from 
brain physiologists for whom it means “we don’t really 
understand what we are trying to explain”. Likewise, a rabbit 
pulled out of a hat is “emergent” if you don’t believe in magic 
and don’t know the trick.) 
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Crockery. There is no difference between belief in an afterlife 
and belief in pots of gold at the end of rainbows. (Yet to 
believe in fairy gold is to intuit that the facts of the world are 
not all there is to the world.) 


There is the hell of the cause of the failure of love and there is 
the hell of the failure of love itself. The first is fire, it burns 
itself out; the second is ice and goes on forever. 


The best writers not only have an aptitude but an appetite for 
their material, words, the way carpenters hanker for wood, 
sculptors stone. As for me, in the early days when it might 
have mattered, I was happy enough with a girl and a drink 
and later, when it didn’t, two drinks. 


Jaunty Jingles 

True Crime 

After the murder, two houses up the street, 

I’d always shove the front door tight and flip the bolt. 
These days I leave it open, the storm door unlatched, 
Invite to another killer, looking for some work? 


Another cross mark on the calendar, no such luck. 


Epitaph for an almost perfect wife 

Honestly, it felt worse when you lied than when you died. 
The second was inevitable, natural. 

The first a forced course in pain management. 

I’d never hurt like that again. 

So, your turpitude earns my gratitude. 


Turns out you were always good to me and kind. 
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Critical Note 
The comma splice is rather nice, it has its place, 


not about grammar, it’s about pace. 


My poems were never confessional - they were historical, and 
that, literarily, is a world of difference. 


Perfect system; as we age the occasions for pain, physical and 
mental, increase but our capacity to experience them, no 
longer intensified by animal vitality, lessens. 


It is easy to forgive or indict the dead; they say nothing, They 
can be made to speak but this is too easy a ventriloquism, a 
way of talking to oneself, echoing old joys and griefs. 


How often I have glossed over my lack of opportunity and 
power for revenge, calling it forgiveness. 


I occasionally have a “deep” thought which occupies, entirely 
appropriately, a very small part of my day. [Without these 
stabs at depth, my life would be fatuously superficial; without 
the floatation of daily superficiality, my life would be heavy 
and unendurable. ] 


He had the imperturbable dignify of a man who had nothing 
(now) to lose. 


Finding meaning in my life seems increasingly like one of 
those impossible tasks in dreams --stacking peas or putting 
leaves back on autumn trees, a chore that one attempts 
dutifully to complete with no hope of success. But in dream, 
one does sometimes succeed and the apparent dream of my 
life isn’t over. 
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I never wanted my writing to garner other people’s money or 
admiration. My absolute success along these lines is only 
spoiled a little by its being so easy to achieve. 


I consider myself one of the best poets of my generation 
because I recognized when I should stop writing - and I did. 


Doctors have proven - no amount of drinking is safe; every 
drink takes ten minutes off your life, systematically and 
significantly increasing your chances of death by stroke or 
cancer. Worst news: it is rumored that indulgence in life 
itself results in 100% mortality. Contemplating that 
probability, I need a drink. 


When a doctor reminds that “Each drink takes ten minutes off 
your life.” a certain type will reply “Yes, I see. But I’m 
drinking all I can.” 


Quite apart from the addictive aspects, the attractive thing 
about drinking and smoking is that the busy work of imbibing 
distracts one from thoughts of death. Of course, in time they 
kill you, satisfying a deeper craving: to have no fear of dying. 


It is certainly true our pleasures will do us in. As will our 
pains, only more painfully. 


Materialism, yes. Idealism? that sounds right. 
Phenomenology, sure. Pan-psychism, you betcha. The 
capacity of our intellect is such that anything can be 
propounded, believed, and defended. We are all philosophers 
and love wisdom the way a philanderer loves women. 


Book blurb (university press) “One of our most unrecognized 
poets.” How does one calibrate degrees of “unrecognized” 
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(when 99% of poets mean nothing to anyone)? If 
praiseworthy, imagine the multitude clamoring “I am more 
unrecognized.”, rather like the chorus of cries “J am 
Spartacus.” . 


We all know to be wary of oaks thrashing in a storm. But it’s 
the small things that trip us up: mice, acorns, wet leaves, an 
inch of uneven sidewalk. 


The three ages of man: increase, decrease, deceased. 


Death is the boundary of life and, as if one were driving along 
an unknown tract so that at any minute one might arrive at 
the turnpiked crossing point, the only certainty is the longer 
you drive, the nearer you are the border. The fear is natural 
but death is essential to why we are here, which is to make 
the journey and cross the line. 


In my experience, the greatest enemies of law have been 
lawyers, of libraries, librarians, of art, artists, and of 
literature, writers and professors. These are only a small 
percentage of their profession but their influence is outsized 
because, hating, they really care. 


Often, being faithful to ourselves, it is required we betray 
others. 


To test friendship (not a recommended activity), sit your 
friend down and talk about your successes - or his. 


Taking off the last bits of clothes, it seemed we might defy 
gravity and make love in the air. 
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The god of the Yazidis is good and evil, they have deduced his 
identity from the character of the created world. Stingy in the 
possession of this superior theology, they make no efforts to 
proselytize and are, not surprisingly, persecuted and 
despised. 


Since when had the round of days acquired the character of a 
clock face, variable but the same? 


Mozart and Mendelssohn write with angelic facility for the 
orchestra. With Schumann’s odder instrumentation, his 
pianistic figuring for the strings and expansive demands on 
the brass, listeners are in a different, more heroic and human 
territory, a place where beauty has to be worked for. 


What best closes a wound, forgiveness or revenge? What 
cancels the still impelling force of the blow, is it gravity or 
grace? 


His lies, vital for his enablement and protection, were 
understandable. The delight, as I subsequently perceived, he 
had taken in them was not. He should have been shot. But the 
quality of mercy is not strained nor is the quality of the 
quality as I can aver, my sparing him being an abstraction, a 
forbearance, not a true forgiving but effective for all that. 


He said “My mind is a drawer of knives.” I said mine was an 
ornithologist’s tray of stuffed finches. Neither image was 
quiet right but there many more drawers to open. 


Years after his deceptions and grandstands of arrogance, it 
worried me that he might have become a better person, might 
even have felt remorse. Then one day I met someone who had 
recently worked with him. “I hope you’re not an old friend of 
his - he’s a real shit.” My joy was inexpressible. All I could do 
was thank god. 
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Another old friend. I respect you enough to respect your 
rejection of me; I respect myself enough not to attempt 
rapprochement. There’s a nice symmetry to this, like curtsey 
and bow. (A formality that seems as much a beginning as an 
ending.) 


After you ended out thirty-year friendship and withheld all 
explanation, I thought of you sitting before your table top 
altar, “generating compassion” you called it, and wondered 
why you couldn’t have spared some for me. I concluded you 
had never been worthy of my admiration, (a thought unworthy 
of me). In desolation, one clutches at any straw. It is so much 
better than empty reaching. 


Old lover “Y”, old friend ‘X”, you’ve lived here, lived there, 
done this and done that. Now, at your certain ages, you’re 
near death. I don’t much care. And you? I doubt you do as I do 
and can say, as proof, “I loved not least but last.” 


The ferryman doesn’t accept baggage; the hurt lockers, the 
purses of pleasure, all must be left this side of the river. 


What’s plain to see - grief. Look a bit deeper (up the 
magnification), there’s Joss. Deeper than that, a whole 
complex, (call it) desire or attachment. And deeper still... but 
at that magnification, we’ve lost sight of the human as at the 
quantum level every object is just space and energy. Call that 
the void, emptiness and consider it a superior view if you 
want to, as if studying cell biology yields a deeper truth than 
apprehending the totality of person. 


Dead books. A mediocre book doesn’t challenge anyone’s 
expectations and may for that very reason become popular. 
After six months, no one reads it; within five years it is totally 
forgotten. It can never be revived because it is 
undistinguished and indistinguishable from thousands of 
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other volumes. It is dead right after arrival. Dead before 
arrival? -- the odd or visionary book which catering to no 
expectation, attracts no readers. If characteristic in its 
peculiarities, it is successful in failure, being a definite object 
that a peripatetic reader may someday stumble upon. This is 
the author’s unlikely hope and hope is a funny thing - weak, 
being contrary to reality; strong, being a contradiction of 
reality. What suppresses it sustains it. 


Most people buy into the traditional adherences: faith, 
morality, honor, the usual social identities (mother, father, 
citizen) and responsibilities. Misanthropic aristocrats, mal- 
adjusted “outsiders” and the occasional philosopher say these 
customary orientations are nothing but herd morality and 
false consciousness. I say: buy into the conventions some, 
even if a sizable existential sum (there’s a reason why they 
are conventional, they reward) while maintaining a reserve 
that’s a compound of the aristocrat’s scorn, the outsider’s 
disdain and the philosopher’s skepticism. Keep the 
reservation small because a little goes great way along these 
rejectionist lines and no rational person wants to end up a 
Sade, the Underground Man or Nietzsche. Trust me. 


People, and hence nations, desire triumph and accept 
tragedy, two sides of the same coin whose face value is 
“meaning”. 


Your enemy loves you for your worst qualities in a way no 
friend ever could. 


Take on the role of detective and follow the suspect for three 
or four hours, simply observing (not trying to explain) his or 
her behaviors, including, in this case, mental actions, 
thoughts. There will be a large amount of activity to record; 
on the other hand, the suspect is known to you and 
ridiculously easy to track. 
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It’s not all bad, being divided against oneself - there’s always 
somebody to talk to even if the conversation is predictably bi- 
polar: “Forget her, forgive her, shoot him, spare him, be or 
not be.” 


Consider the soul, it can see, think, remember, love -- all 
without a brain, which is simply a rather clumsy vehicle for 
negotiating the local (living) terrain - a kind of (extra) 
terrestrial rover. And when it’s time to go or the transport 
breaks down, it’s back to soul base. Why are we even here?— 
to learn, to be tested, to experience a strange environment, 
the usual explorer’s motivations. [If not implausible (how 
could we evaluate the plausibility of this proposition?), it sure 
sounds “optimistic”, which, in trying circumstances, is a 
synonym - a hopeful one - for implausible]. 


Browsing in the PS call number shelves at the university 
library: so many books of poetry unloved, except by their 
authors. But weren’t they once adored, or at least liked by 
their publishers, editors? I think not. What they loved was the 
process of production, the first step of which is selection, 
choices made on the basis of a few titles, line lengths, stand- 
out nouns, partial poetry compatible with that day’s local and 
intimate weather. How else to explain so many untouched 
books, with their light cumulus of dust and not a single 
checkout date? 


Working in libraries, seeing all those thousands of old books, 
many without a single stamp on the return date slip, ruined 
me as a writer. No, I was already ruined - why I worked in 
libraries. 


He considered it a great success, his having failed to achieve 
in a hundred or so pages what other writers had failed to 
achieve in thousands. 
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The celebrated, achieved novel... actually it wasn’t. It had a 
minor, sub-focal reputation and was promoted by the 
cognoscenti, the kind who say “you really should try...” 
Twenty years after her famous husband’s death, a new 
biography of him came out. Reviewed, there were reviews of 
the reviews; in one of them a critic said that her novel was 
better than his poems, which is a come-on. So, her book was 
rehabilitated, republished and reviewed; how I learned of it. 
In fact, it’s not very good, reading like it was written by 
someone who is drinking too much, which, given the antics 
(or ethics) of the great man, (her husband, you'll recall) was 
probably the case. I’ll never reread it. But there is one good 
page --about loneliness. Should I keep the book for that? Or 
just tear out and save the one page? 


Never forget: the greatest danger to any artist attempting his 
highest achievement isn’t his foes but his friends and fans. 
(They know where to thrust the knife, the target as large as 
ego and have in hand the most subtly poisoned blade, praise.) 


Most men, deep down, want to kill every other man in order 
to have all the women. Since this is practically impossible, 
other arrangements are made: an alliance with some men to 
kill some men to have some more women. [Homer, for reason 
of poetic economy, reduces “all women” to Helen. ] 


A well-worn metaphor. Noble figures, men and women, 
wrapped up in the story, the delightful details, birds and 
flowers, a stream and distant hills. How beautiful the world is! 
At the back, a tangle of strands, (sex and death!), expressing 
the pretty frontage. Of course, actual tapestry isn’t like that, 
it is an idea, a design that drives the busy hands. The knots at 
the back are just a necessary function of the work. 


Yes, you can think about thought and get results but like 
washing water with water, the method has built-in limitations. 
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Limping with age? Lighten your load. 


We have the wrong end of the stick when we say the soul 
leaves the dying body and exists forever. My theory, as good 
as the pope’s, is that the soul chooses embodiment for the 
excitement of life, accepting annihilation at death because it 
couldn’t stand another moment of eternity. And as to 
Buddhistic absolute knowledge and bliss, we were tired of 
that too. 


When my love for her was at crazy-making pitch, was that me 
at my most intense or most diminished? No matter. The only 
important question is “How many children were born of this 
union?” 


Between the professional author’s focused applications and 
the feuilletonist’s superficial sallies there is a place for a writer 
who employs writing as a tool to maintain the dimension it is 
deployed in, one broader than the “serious” writer’s and 
deeper than the belletrist’s. 


As has often been observed, Shakespeare does not condemn 
his characters; the most complete villains such as Edmund 
and Don John respire in a kind of unjudged innocence even if 
all his characters really are guilty of the most primal crime - 
existing. 


The briefest acquaintance with that tiresome ghost, Old 
Hamlet, as stentorian and pompous in death as he was no 
doubt in life, should persuade us why Gertrude ran so quickly 
to the arms of Claudius and make us worry at the fate of that 
manly, mannerly man at the hands of the tedious and techy 
Hamlet Jr. True, Claudius has committed an awful crime but 
for the best of reasons. The prayer scene is crucial; Claudius 
receives the only absolution possible - not pardon from an 
absent god but sympathy from a breathing audience that 
understands power and wants love. 
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Cordelia shows herself her father’s daughter when, in 
response to his question “who loves us most?, she replies 
“That lord whose hand must take my plight shall carry half my 
love with him, half my care and duty”, dividing love like her 
father does the realm, not recognizing that love is an element 
of relative depths and shallows, of ebbs and flows and is not 
fractionable. Yes, she might have answered better, not that 
the old man can complain. 


C’est un pouvoir de la langue francasie de rendre |’ecriture 
plus intelligentequ’elle ne l’estreellement; il a egalement le 
pouvoir de le rendre plus intelligent qui’il ne le 
seraitautrement. 


Just as one’s love matures best after the experience of 
youthful passion, so a thinker needs to have felt, when young, 
an intense desire for ideas. In both cases it is necessary to 
have been swept off your feet if you are ever to land on them. 


The “undiscovered country”. People go, stay, and make no 
reports back. The place is either very good or very bad. 
Despite this trenchant ambiguity, people keep going. 


In living, we often have felt we are out racing Death who is 
somewhere behind us, slower but perusing. In our trying to 
understand Death, another pursuit, religion and philosophy 
turn out to be baby steps, he stays far ahead. In the end, of 
course, all parties catch up. 


Few things are more tedious or ironically humorous than the 
constantly replicated clichés of pornography, a concession 
that it is an art form no worse than most literature. 


Everyone knows that the weights we bear make us stronger 
(if they don’t crush us) but as we near the outer limit of our 
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lives, it is necessary to drop the burden if we are ever to cross 
the river (if there is one) and get to the other side, the 
success of our transit depending more on our lightness than 
our strength. 


I lived the greatest part of my life on a contented plain but 
there was another place, smaller (yet a hemisphere) of hate 
and anger, between them a fissure that wasn’t just a void or 
gap but the only feature connecting the two extremes, a 
medium where I did my best work and was, in dynamic 
suspension, most at home. 


When you consider that one’s identity is based on memory 
and reflect how selective and flawed memory can be, you 
come away with a lot less exalted and exact sense of (your) 
self. 


Despite the experiments of “abstract” writers, we continue to 
write essentially naturally. What’s needed is a system of 
symbols (similar to those in music) that would regulate pitch, 
volume and speed in language. If it is said this would only 
operate on spoken language, (I disagree) then additional 
symbols could be devised to indicate various conceptual 
colorations and harmonic relations. To the objection that such 
a system would be highly artificial, the reply is - the best art 
always is. 


It seems to me that the worst thing about dying is losing the 
beauty of the world, beauty we have perceptually co-created 
that yet always stays ahead of our grasp so that our quest for 
it is ever fresh. Always, we are just on the verge of getting it 
when... 


[The loss of loved ones is not a discrete loss; they are the 
world to us.] 


Writers of a new novel or book of poetry every three years - 
what remarkable stamina they show (there are other words), 
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not getting bored with the reliable dobbins of their 
imagination. 


The Gilded Rule. It is only by being done in by others that we 
comprehend our doing in of others. [The pain that we feel, 
unmitigated by the perpetrators’ excuses and justifications, is 
identical to that we have bestowed. ] 


Refusing to recognize our existential desolation, we deny we 
weep as much for ourselves as the dead. 


We enter unto the game of life to find play is already afoot 
and we soon discover a required feature of participation; we 
must create/compile (from existing laws, ideologies, 
philosophies, religions) a rulebook for play as we play. And 
every rule book deals with the special square, “dying”. Death 
itself is off the board, the everything else that defines life, 
everything that is, as a past-time and gives it a frame of 
meaning. 


The game of life: easy to suppose it must have a maker or 
makers, god or gods. A more sophisticated view of a more 
sophisticated game - it was always self-initializing and 
developing, its own evolutionary constant. To then ask, “but 
surely it had a start?” is to miss the vital point: “beginning” 
depends on the game, not the game on “beginning”, a 
proposition curiously consonant with that old slogan that used 
to begin such discussions—"I am that I am”. 


What would men be without female masochism? But great 
creating nature has been kind. 


It’s a mistake to see women as angels but it a worst mistake 
not to detect their angelic elements and thus draw the wrong 
conclusion. 
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I present a different face to each of my friends, in fact, a set 
of faces. So why am I surprised when, deliberately or 
accidently, from the range of possibilities, they present a false 
face to me? 


Instant or sudden (sometimes after years of friendship) dislike 
by people always astounded me. In time, I saw what they 
were getting at: knowing I was smart enough and good at this 
and that, there was something dismissive about my 
sufficiently. I came to welcome animosity as an endorsement 
and nothing would stop me from integrating the negative 
opinions, like reflections on knife blade, into my deepening 
self-approval. 


The intellectual, if he or she is ever to be more than a minor 
one, must travers their intellect to its outer bounds and then 
take a long look back, surveying from the advantageous 
perspective of limit the terrain they are sure to return to. 


Observations. 
Days shortening, morning glories lasting until night... 


An old man’s thoughts - leaves blowing in the autumn wind. 


We often act without thinking but when we do think, it’s a 
matter of writing a script for an actor we think we know well, 
his strengths and weaknesses, fully aware of his range (which 
for interest, we sometimes challenge). A deep self directs our 
everyday person, one that would be a ghost, a soul devoid of a 
body, without it. 


It is consoling to think that in every human society a man has 
laid awake as I do tonight, wondering “why do the dogs keep 
barking?” and concluded “It must be the moon.” 


Since I’d rather take the cat out for her walk in the rain 
(when she doesn’t want to go) than sit down and write, the 
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reader can at least be assured that whatever I wrote I really 
felt a need to express. Even this. 


In most lights, I can find a conventional consolation in the 
fallen leaves that had their season of life, working to support 
their still vital trees but not today when hard rain changes 
what was bright and shaped into mush. 


The tree caught the blight, there is no remedy, it dropped all 
its leaves in a fortnight and though it might live through the 
rest of summer’s heat to draw up some of the autumn rains, 
dying before first frost, I thought it must be suffering. So, I 
got my ax and with a mere twenty strokes put it out of its 
misery - or so I hope. 


Notes on music: Beethoven, Opus 130. The Grosse Fugue is 
the most unrelenting Totentanz ever composed, 
counterpoised by the lively presto, a chase of kittens. 


Schumann’s “Spring” symphony - always already fall. 


A short music lesson that goes on too long. Schumann’s 
musically expressed melancholia often ends with an arpeggio 
of rising notes or an ambiguous chord, as if asking “Is this all 
there is?” Robust Brahms, a normal man, counters his 
sadness with quiet fortitude (the finale ,in piano, of Symphony 
No. 4) or by heroic exertion, resolutions in a human register 
that, in their assured defeat, I find unendurable while 
Schumann’s quirky equivocations point to something not in 
the natural order, a tentative transcendence that, more than a 
metaphysical category, is, at my age, a groped for hope. 
[“Groped for hope’; Polonius would call this, “A vile phrase”; 
one intended to convey the inanity of the aspiration. ] 


Eagleton on Kierkegaard “He felt most people lead shallow, 
inauthentic lives, sunk in the falsity of the everyday ...” as if 
being sustained by a large inheritance, enjoying a posh 
apartment, eating in good restaurants and writing mopey 
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books that haven’t improved the life of a single person (or 
animal)-except for providing course material to a few 
professors, was “authentic” living. 


How wise they were, the souls already old at age six, who 
from youth to dotage see the world is strange, inhuman, a 
chaos but less wise than those who of us who bought entirely 
into the meaning and beauty of life, cashing out with change. 


To read fiction as an account of events actually happening 
and history as if it were imaginative fabrication makes fiction 
seem more truthful than ever and history more beautiful than 
.. never. History, often pageantic, was never beautiful. 


We ask the “big questions” - do I have a soul, is there a God, 
an afterlife, am I free, etc. and all our answers have been 
unsatisfactory as is proven by the fact that we keep putting 
the questions, (a good answer eliminates further 
interrogation.) Yet in the process of producing an archive of 
unconvincing responses, we have succeeded in one question 
“What is the meaning of life? Answer: compiling and curating 
such a collection (though caring for a cat will work as well). 


“The reality of things never reveals itself as reality”-Hans 
Keilson. The statement is true and false. As to reality, Platonic 
and mathematical idealism, quantum physics, Buddhism, all 
have some perspectival purchase, reality being relative. Most 
real is a person in equivocal superposition, juggling the 
options. 


Elements and energies come together to make things, 
including living ones; when, in beautiful symmetry, they 
separate, entities cease to exist. This is true of everything in 
the universe (including atoms), it is true of the universe itself, 
the one universal truth. 
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We refuse to accept we are temporal (and hence temporary) 
animals. We invent stories that say otherwise. No one can 
prove they aren’t true but they are suspect, conforming so 
closely to what we desire. 


We cannot accept that we die or that our loved ones are 
annihilated. So we tell stories to the contrary. They are easy 
to test, if we choose to. Imagine with all the fervor and 
conviction of an actor on stage that you will live forever. 
Suddenly the words God, Soul, Heaven-Hell, even Morality 
lose force, fade, disappear like vanishing ink or water down a 
drain. These concepts, sprung forth from our mortality, turn 
out to be more mortal than we are, dying from a thought. 


He had lived too long and accepted that his life sentence was 
a punishment exactly equated to his crime. 


July 4", Never mind the civic show, the free-lancers are 
setting off their M80s and cherry bombs; this will go on for 
hours. What I want is a firework that propels a pulse of 
silence, absolute silence. But the universe is explosive and 
expressive; there was the Big Bang and following - a few 
decibels of life that tonight and locally is men making noise. 


Fundamentally, the problems of philosophy are linguistic and 
since our best evaluative tool is language, we are continually 
re-delivered to the heart of the problem. This can be 
contrasted with other difficulties; a problematic in love can be 
resolved by a glance, in cuisine by a smell- and vice versa. 


How noble in reason how infinite in faculty. Not exactly. In 
existential terms, we are tethered animals that have some 
understanding of the rope, none of the knot. 


A philosophical polar bear. What an interesting conversation 
one could have, explicating differences in aesthetics and 
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metaphysics, agreement in math and logic before, entirely in 
accord with his ethics, he made a meal of you, propounding as 
he licked his chops “Philosopie ist eine Lebensform.” 


Vital differences in philosophy are not rationally resolved or 
reconciled, they are lived through. The enthusiastic young 
materialist becomes the serenely aging Idealist. There are 
many other possible points of departure and arrival but the 
arbitrary (and conclusive) conductors are always time and the 
body. 


Mouths and teeth - thinking too much about mouths and teeth 
will drive you mad. Some turn to drink to keep from thinking 
about them. Dentists have high rates of suicide. Of course, 
thinking about anything too much will drive you mad. As will 
drinking. 


How many there must be tonight, thinking they are reconciled 
to dying yet reaching for their medicine. 


The priest, who had long since ceased to believe, carried on 
performing the mass from habit and as a responsibility to the 
faithful (it was also a living.). His parishioners, attending also 
largely from habit, wanted to support their good priest and 
not discourage him, a mild, diffident hypocrisy all round that, 
in its humanity, is more to be commended than condemned, 
more laudable than true belief. 


We can communicate our thoughts and talk about our 
emotions but the weave, texture, the visceral feel of our lives 
is ineffable. I can say “It is like silk, smooth and cool” or “it 
rasps, like burlap” but the words have no touch. 


Sound track of desolation: a lone dog barks, clawing at the 
slate grey winter afternoon. 
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The dead are easy to please, they never complain. 


The dead are hard to please, they never approve. 


It was said of someone “She loved too well and lived too 
long.” Now, is that a worse or better fate than its nearest 
competitor, to have loved fairly well and lived fairly long? 


One has reached a certain point of wisdom when one 
understands no one wants your wisdom which appears as 
incidental history to others who are surfeit with their own 
quotidian quota and require no supplement. 


It was almost charming, my friend’s self-absorption in his own 
little world that might at any moment be enveloped by the 
real world, so vast in its indifference. It was like seeing a 
butterfly fluttering across a busy road or a young goat 
galivanting over a mine field. 


I give thanks every day that I’m not a “natural” writer. If I 
was inhibited in fluency, I was deterred from being facile and 
worse, being fluently so.. 


Reading a third-rate aphorist (I fancy myself a second rater), I 
could see how these verbal morsels don’t fill you up and if 
overconsumed to try to make them, they make you sick - and 
still don’t satisfy. How one longs for a novel’s normal dough, 
something you can tear into and grasp with your hands. 


One of the great satisfactions of literature is admiring an 
author’s talent and accomplishment, thinking “You’re dead, I 
live”. 


A person of intellect and significant if not spectacular 
achievement, courteous, charming, handsome, he made me 
sick. You could say he stood in the light; I was diminished 
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standing in his shadow and luminescence. I never did 
anything to degrade him but if someone else had, I gladly 
would have given them thirty pieces of silver for relief from 
his bright, oppressing excellence. 


All novels read like novels, all anti-novels, like anti-novels, 
every poem sounds like a poem and every play, a play. This is 
the sand trap of genre. True too of the aphorism; every 
aphorism resembles an aphorism only its formal frankness 
makes it most compatible to the “I am, I see, I say” 
constituents of individuality. One might ask “Okay, and is 
individuality important?”, a question best answered by 
another question, “What do you think about that?” 


Mirror, Mirror. Good due to low energy, loyal from lack of 
imagination and opportunity, honest from fear, gentle when I 
knew I was being watched, brave when there was no other 
option, in possession of so many virtues, I was the most moral 
man I knew. 


Autobiographies 


Intelligent enough (yet lacking any particular talent), not bad 
looking, healthy, “well -adjusted” in the standard American 
male ways (if a bit anxious and lacking family money), 
everything should have proceeded normally -education, jobs 
or a profession, marriage(s), children, etc. And it more or less 
did except that certain events, like winds or a torrent, shifted 
away the daily insulating sands and I perceived what others 
might call “original sin”, “bad karma” or the “Thanatos 
complex” - “the flaw” in my being and personhood, a red 
mouth insatiable in its secret self-insistence. This awareness 
changed me, but didn’t make me a better person any more 
than standing on a volcano’s smoking rim looking at the 
flaming wound would. I knew more of the terrain, that’s all. 


My qualifications as a writer and thinker were all 
disqualifications. I had no talent for anything. My works 
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sprang not from aspiration or inspiration but from inability. 
So I kept at it, it being hard to disappoint a negation. 


I seemed smart enough in high school but at college I 
discovered I couldn’t do higher math, philosophical logic, pass 
organic chemistry, program a computer or play a good game 
of chess. I could get A’s on English papers, publish a poem or 
two in the local journal and achieve competency, oral and 
written, in a modern foreign language but these seemed banal 
performances since anyone who could do well (as I had not) 
the former set of activities could easily do the latter. How 
does one live with the recognition that one isn’t very bright? 
You reconcile yourself to operating at altitudes and in fields 
compatible to your abilities, which is not a bad thing; you get 
serious about them. And seeing that everyone is born into 
variant positions and unequal situations (our only equality 
being our subjection to death) the self-pity one might feel can 
be transposed into a general compassion and so that, at least, 
one is kind to animals. 


I recall the young man who, after his first serious quarrel with 
his first serious love, thrust his fist through a double paned 
window to prove his devotion or that he was right, I forget 
which. A few years later, a somewhat older man, bearded like 
the pard, walks three miles down a country road, across a 
great meadow to reach another woman, thinking with every 
stride how he would use her. I feel no more attachment to 
these former selves than I do to figures observed and this 
being so, what does it matter if the current surveyor 
disappears in a decade - or in a minute, when self-possession 
was only ever a disposition of the moment? 


When I was a child (I’d read the comic books, seen the TV 
shows and films) I wanted to be a soldier, to do my duty and 
be brave, thinking the only true measure of devotion was self- 
sacrifice (victory, a mere bonus). Then the Vietnam War 
came. I saw what the military actually was and wanted no 
part of it. At age 68, suddenly, I was conscripted into 
bereavement’s army where a good trooper is dutiful to the 
dead and brave enough to get through the days, marching 
always toward the old enemy, known to be invincible. 


92 


He felt he was fated and did everything he could to avoid it. 
The effect of his actions was to deliver him exactly to his fate. 
Fate, it turns out, is everything that happens. 


When more people get more meaning from stand-up comedy 
skits than poetry, it is entirely understandable that poetry 
tries to hold its own by being laughable. If poetry is ever 
again to be meaningful, it must penitently tread the entire 
route from farce to comedy (the clowns Asberry, Bernstein, 
and Prynne having led the way), becoming the bad joke we all 
groan at not because it isn’t funny (it isn’t) but because it is 
true. 


“There’s a history” we are told, just as we were about to apply 
a standard of objective justice. And there is a history below 
that history and they are all connected so that justice is 
relegated to something like a platonic form, operating like a 
weak magnet shifting filings on a paper plain --that’s the 
microcosmos, while the macro is the usual ignorant armies 
clashing by night. 


He was “religious” (or naive) to this extent; he believed 
people were better than their deeds. 


Our behavior would be a bit improved if we could, literarily, 
see ourselves the way others see us and the way we do them, 
in action. Aesthetics would support ethics because bad deeds 
are usually ugly. 


No, he didn’t need to climb Everest or row solo across the 
Atlantic for a challenge, every moral muscle was strained just 
sitting in a chair, trying to forgive the lies. 


It is a potent power of the Unconscious to invent and invest in 
a gesture the entire character of a person even if it was a 
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signaling he or she never displayed in real life. In my dream, I 
approached my friend and he gave a back hand flip of his 
hand, nothing hostile, just an indication for me not to get any 
closer, which summed up our relation over four decades. In 
comparison to these rare realizations in dreams of specificity 
and truth, it is reality that seems “dreamy”. 


Style transpires (or expires) in a short arc between 
beguilement and satiety. 


A chess player’s freedom of action is real, if conditioned by 
the positions and powers of all the pieces on the board, 
apprehensible at a glance. In life, the determinates are no 
less real but less visible and so we think ourselves more free 
until the black queen appears it seems from nowhere (she 
was always there) and we are mated. 


The lords and ladies gather for the evening's revels; a few 
seeing a sparrow fly in from the eastern casement, traversing 
the hall, exiting the west window and think--"that is my life, a 
brief-bright passage between the vastness of dark". But I 
wonder- what does the bird know, where has it been, where 
does it go? 


Looking at the Sears and Roebuck catalog of 1900, seeing all 
the things that people needed and desired, I wonder where 
they all went. Not the people, they mostly went to cemeteries 
and are still there. But the 500 pound (“fire proof”) safes, the 
fifty piece tableware sets, the horse harnesses and saddles, all 
the durable goods, the superfluous gifts? 


Post Scripta, 


so called because the passages following were composed ten 
months after the preceding. They are very much of the same 
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character but as time is the great inflector of thought and 
language, the break in composition should, perhaps, be 
respected. 


An acorn falls upon the tin roof, sounding like a shot. Who 
knew a tree could be so loud? To which the tree might reply 
“Who put a shed within extent of my limbs?” Well, not me but 
whomever did, I'm glad of it. A wind driven volley is as loud 
as firecrackers, an almost festive effect except for the note of 
autumn's labors ending and winter coming on. 


Jumping from the plane, the elderly skydiver thought “Now is 
the time of life for risks; there is still excitement but not much 
at stake.” 


In winter, getting up long before dawn, yearning for the sun 
and knowing it will come. 


Death has the virtue of finally shutting us up. 


Venetian notes: So saturated by the human, it transcends 
humanity. Appropriate then it is being destroyed by what is 
common and coruscates -: the surge of tourists -- and the sea, 
washing like wine over a stump of golden tooth. 

The lion of Venice reads slowly. He’s spent a thousand years 
on two pages, aclose reader, faithful to meaning. 


A man and woman are having an intense conversation about 
politics, work, or art. They have fully faced each other. 
Following this, going to bed would merely be “follow- 
through”, a simple subsequence they may, for convenience, 
reject. 


Funny how having another body in bed seems to banish death 
from the room. He’s still there of course, just off to the side, 
imperturbably looking at his watch with the backward moving 
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hands that’s not a timepiece but a gauge counting down the 
minutes. 


There is always a whiff of death around lovers. They have 
suffocated time, for a time, between their arms. 


Priapus, the father of lies. Every man tells tall tales about this 
cock, how beautiful and expeditious it is. That he is usually 
only addressing himself in these discourses does not 
disqualify them as lies. 


The time after time has stopped: one of the lovers looks at the 
clock. 


* She said “You are kind.” I said “You are interesting.” Now 
we had our assigned roles and who is to say we would not, 
like good actors, with practice, become them. 


He asked little of life or of himself and was satisfied with less. 
Believing that a life lived in the broad middle dimensions was 
more diverse and ample than that at the narrowing pinnacle, 
he was a natural and contented mediocrity. 


Dharma. Asked to choose between booze, the Void, and a 
book, the last is one’s best choice though in real life, nothing 
keeps you from having a book in one hand and a drink in the 
other. You can even delve into the Void, cultivate some 
Emptiness and see what good that does you before returning 
to words and wine with an increased appreciation, a state of 
enlightenment that, at this stage (there are higher), could 
only be enhanced by the appearance of a cat upon the lap. 
(Master meditators can, of course, “materialize-visualize” a 
cat by focus and force of mind, a tantric method [“Katmando” ] 
regarded by authentic felinists as a short cut to an only 
Potemkinish presentment.) 
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While we live and die by strictly natural processes, its 
consoling to think it is our sins that finally kill us, that, in 
prayer cadence terms, our extirpation is our expiation. No 
just person would want anyone else (Jesus, for instance) to 
pay this debt or do this work for them. The sins were ours, we 
loved them. 


It is carping to criticize Durrell’s Alexandria Quartet but we 
appreciate even great works in envious, flickering registers of 
qualified approval and disparagement. The first two books 
constitute one of the most effective bait and traps (the reader 
snared) in literature. Books three and four are boring and 
self-undermining, shameful as all mediocre works are (utterly 
bad art always has an imperturbable innocence), the kind of 
novels the characters of the Quartet, and Durrell himself, 
scorn. 


How strange that we forgive those who bore us more readily 
than those we have bored. 


Truths can grow stale and impotent, how for relief one turns 
to lies that, urgent and refreshing, seem, for all the world ... I 
mean they stand up to the world like new truths. 


In that small “efficiency” apartment where forty years ago I 
raved for weeks from grief, where the walls, the floor and 
ceiling seemed to me saturated with pain, there is no health 
warning or battlefield marker because nothing is transmitted 
from that time. Some people have been and even now are 
being happy there. No monument to that either; everyone a 
tenant in the world’s vast, necessary forgetfulness. 


From a guidebook to the Temple of Mnemosyne ...having the 
appearance both of a ruin and a work in progress, twittering 
sparrows and bounding rabbits provide relief to the 
structure’s almost oppressive monumentality. 
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Vida es sueno. Some mirages are real oases. 


There’s no afterlife because there was no “before life.” You 
were never in the bar at the Bardo, looking at the array of 
wide screens, watching couples fucking until seeing the one 
you most desired, you shone a laser pointer and the next 
thing you’re wiggling in the woman’s womb, the featured 
fetus. Nor is there a celestial picnic ground where you'll meet 
the old folks, known and unknown, exchanging family news, a 
genial Jesus ambling by to ask if you have any questions or 
need anything (eggnog, Belgium chocolates, everything 
wholesome on the heavenly house). Deep down, the 
Christians, the Buddhists, everyone knows these are 
fantasies, part of a vast, across all centuries and cultures 
cover-up of the harsh reality: you live for a time, you die, you 
cease to exist. The only problem with this huge truth, a small 
one, is that it feels too pat, too flat, too simple, too slack, a 
truth tripping itself up, too true to be true. 


And in the afterlife, do they discuss the “before death” ? Were 
they ever there, do they have memories of it, was it real, do 
they discuss a hereafter that is the therebefore? Everybody 
has an opinion and, as usual, nobody knows anything. 


Opinion. It is hard to imagine a more definite hell than eternal 
life, compelled by an enduring soul or cycles of endless 
rebirth. If we survive this life, let it be as an integer in 
mathematics, real, removed from the physics of space and 
time yet with some awareness since, after all, that is our 
number. Such an uncanny existence is improbable but so is 
our being alive this moment, figuring the possibilities. 


The janitor, his slightly begrudging dutifulness: all those trash 
cans emptied in the big bin, all the big bins heaved into the 
dumpster, the fluids, chemical and sick, mopped up, day after 
day his slow, weighted pace. Then one day you see him 
talking to someone, his fingers spread chest high, with a smile 
so big on his face you think he’s his happy twin, “My 
canaries...” You get it, he’s an energetic, even a refined 
fellow, confined but, like his birds, brisky with life, capable of 
flight. 
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Most men know the feeling, as the object of desire becomes 
the subject of affection, the more difficult it is to perform; the 
more lovable, the less fuckable. 


The dead can’t compete. As the elevator space of your life 
gets crowded with the living, they lose hold of your hand, get 
pushed to the rear. But it’s okay; everybody moves to the 
back-and is going down. 


When one’s dream life is much more varied and vital than 
one’s waking life, the message is “don’t wake up”. 


Funny how the literary ambitions of my youth have come 
down to this - a simple truth telling. But is it simple and is it 
true? 


There was a time when I wanted to be a writer but I 
concluded “why should I pour myself into such a small 
bottle?”, which indicates, I guess, the volume of my talent. 


When did literature become so insignificant, not that I ever 
thought it essential? Now it seems less worthy of attention 
than upkeep of the house and yard, paying the bills, 
entertaining the cat and fulfilling one’s obligations to others. 
Is there an obligation to language? Yes. And no lack of people 
thinking they’re taking care of it. 


Literature, it is said, teaches us to understand that people are 
complex and conflicted, that human truth is perspectival and 
changing, that love fulfills and disappoints, that we are happy, 
sad, and that finally, we die, . But it is life that instructs these 
subjects most fully and intensely. Without life’s preliminary 
and strenuous tuition, all the moral words are nothing but 
linguistic arrangements, a chorus of noise. Winterson has said 
‘Literature isn’t a hiding place, it’s a finding place.” True, as 
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are music, prayer, mediation. We need to be exact: these are 
all finding techniques. The place is life. (But [human] life is 
based on memory, a primitive form of literature featuring 
characters, narratives, images that is as inferior to 
Kunstlerisches Schreiben as a field of stones is to a 
cathedral.) 


Consider the man and his cat. “There once was man who 
walked his cat the way other people do their dogs. The cat 
was unleashed and stayed by him, the man picking her up 
when dogs or other hazards appeared.” This activity has no 
social, economic or political significance yet, written down, it 
acquires plangency and interest, demonstrating literature’s 
power to not only express meaning but create it. 


His death at age eighty was premature in this sense: he was 
just getting good at being old. 


There are sites, rather grand ones, Gullfoss in Iceland, for 
instance or any grey November sea, that in their absolute 
indifference and scale, diminish you, compress you to a point 
of awareness. You are nothing in a place where you have no 
place and have never felt more alive. 


Art is milder, with its human resemblances. But certain 
books, vast in their depth, throw your humanity back at you, 
like nature, Wings of the Dove, The Transit of Venus, you 
can’t really reside in these books, they indict your lived 
accommodations and compromises. If you stay, it feels like 
groping around Stonehenge in the twilight. 


A calm, cold day, a day for clarity and certain kinds of work. 
I’d sit at my desk, busy but empty, wanting her, waiting for 
the hours to pass, for the chapter to be finished, the paper 
written. Even when I was not with her, she was my direction, 
my magnetic north. Forty years later, the same kind of day 
only no path, no way to find her. 
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So, the day comes when there are no more tomorrows, 
tomorrows so useful for revising the past. On that day of no 
future, the past now set, a present marked by bodily 
discomfort and a wandering mind, what does one think, what 
was she thinking before drifting away? Pity and victory. She 
had lived and loved. 


The most coercive statement is “I love you.” One can only say 
in reply “I love you too”, the first piston strokes of a slow, 
exacting machine that works to break down the statement to 
the grains of its of untruth (or truth). 


Enmeshed in a typically human mess, a romantic imbroglio, 
the tendency is to think that the truth will get you out of it. 
Follow the truth or use it to hoist yourself out. But the truth 
might be hard to hold, might be tangled, an incendiary hemp, 
a fuse that blows the entire labyrinth to smithereens. Which 
might not be so bad except for the harm done to others. And 
always there are others, with searching looks, groping beside 
you. 


“A mess? Yes. But what if sexual confusions aren’t simply the 
problem but are, in way we almost grasp, the solution? 


There was the point you thought to turn back, and the last 
point you could have turned back; the point you thought of 
going on and the point where you had to go on. For the lucky 
and wise, they may be the same point. Then, there is the 
destination and many places of arrival short of it. We learn all 
of this early on. Itt informs everything we do, not as an item 
of knowledge but as a mode of being. 


Pathetic fallacies: 


When the doctor says “I think we need to cease treatment” 
what force will this statement have compared to my being 
fifteen and my first love saying, when I could not budge a 
recently painted window, “Next time, I’ll ask a real man,” or, 
when going over the property division with my soon to be 
divorced wife, she remarked, with almost gentle equanimity, 
“You’re not very smart”, or the time the head accountant 
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stood at my desk after I made a $1.25 mistake that she had 
spent two hours of overtime finding and correcting, 
screaming “How could you do this to me?” Decades later, 
these utterances still stab. The good doctor, however, won’t 
be telling me anything I don’t know and my memory of the 
matter is prognosed to be brief. 


There are millions of people doing more important work than 
I ever did and thousands more accomplished in my own 
insignificant field. What I am better at than anyone is 
discerning and expressing, from my particular location, my 
point of view, a fraction which if not added to the universal 
tally diminishes the sum of truth. 


Everyone says “Rest in Peace.” Why not “Be nothing”? The 
first statement is a lazy redundancy, the second at least has 
the interest of a contradiction. 


The body on the slab, even a murderer’s or rapist’s is 
innocent, its emergent properties of character, identity.no 
longer extant. Is there anything left over—a kind of energy or 
set of information, the one to be reinvested in some new life 
form, the other retained and replayed in the cosmic mind? 
How many of us considering these possibilities and 
challenges- the unknown work required of us, would prefer 
the cold corpse to be the sole residuum? 


“No entirely sane person wants to be an artist” -- one of those 
statements that strides confidently into falsehood even as its 
head is turned towards the truth. 


Except for mathematics, other symbolic disciplines and a few 
deep intuitions, all of our knowledge is based upon the 
senses; scientistic instruments being extensions, 
enhancements of them. We may be missing entire dimensions 
of reality - angels contradancing on pins. But the crucial point 
is-we’re not missing them. If I cry out “where is my guardian 
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angel?”, this is an expression of my desire for perfection and 
protection. I’m not missing her, any more than I am the most 
beautiful woman in the world not being in my bed. 


All those years, believing in the usefulness of my work and 
the values of high culture, crediting traditional concepts of 
honor, freedom and dignity... now I see them for what they 
are, contingencies, conventions, convenient constructions 
that gave me meaning and made me happy. To be belatedly in 
possession of the truth at age 70 is as good as being in 
possession at 40, the only difference being an advantage: it 
cannot now spoil my life. 


The past is the itch of the present, the future a hope for its 
relief. 


Death is the black sun, too powerful for our long observation. 
We avert our eyes and get on with our lives. 


In time, one may long for it, as one does a lover. 


To wish to be on the other side is, to that extent, to be already 
there, having put one foot in the unrelinquishing Styx. 


The most skillful liars know, above all, how to deceive 
themselves. 


What harm does bad art do? Well, what harm does litter or 
abandoned junk (which some consider art) do? 


The most important thing old writers and thinkers can say is 
“T have nothing more to say to you.” 


It is the young who are obsessed with the past, what 
happened last night, week, month, year, finding their way 
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through the ever-expanding territory. For the old, the 
boundaries are set, the by-ways staked out and well-travelled 
They look forward to the future, where all time is present and 
events are not in sequenced moments but laid out locations, a 
plain, a contemporaneous cartography where everything is, or 
perhaps even more refreshingly, isn’t. 


Art gives pleasure, makes commentary, entertains.If it does 
no more than that, it is merely another consumable, 
competing with other objects and agents that provide the 
same services. For art to be Art, it must express a dimension 
of Truth and Beauty. The artist does not paint nor the writer 
describe Truth and Beauty, rather, by intuition and craft they 
endow the environment where such qualities can appear, the 
way a mathematician manipulates symbols to make manifest 
nonmaterial certainties. 


Lunar calendar: Moonlight edging the curtain and blinds kept 
her from sleep. Now 36 moons later, her agitated eyes are 
ash, the dead stone still shines. 


Faced with a fork in the road, anyone can choose to turn left 
or right, that is our freedom. And every turn takes us deeper 
into the labyrinth, that is our fate. 


“Oh, you'll get what you deserve alright but not in the way 
anticipated or in the exact amount you’ve justly earned.” 


The young artist needs the confidence to say yes, the mature 
artist, the doubt to say no. 


The loneliness of youth, intense and searching; and the 
loneliness of age, a lingering accepting, are so different as to 
need different words. 
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While it is possible to feel regret for some of our actions, 
mostly we don’t. Our bad deeds happen in a context of actions 
(they seemed right or at least not wrong at the time we did 
them), they are part of the weave of our lives so that to regret 
them seems inauthentic, a pulling apart of who we are. So, we 
make a judgment of bad action—and feel nothing. Self- 
justification is an instinct, it’s like the best advised course of 
hunter-and prey (and in matters of conscience, we are both): 
keep moving, don’t look back. 


When I think on the past and people I have treated unjustly, 
my subsequent thought is always “and they got exactly what 
they deserved.” This must be right because guilt cannot be 
rationated.;it falls sudden, swift, and deep, snow in the night. 


Vignettes: 


Sometimes we’d encounter each other on campus and chat. 
His unbridled arrogance made him interesting. He was going 
to the Middle East, he said, “to solve the Israeli-Palestinian 
conflict.” “Can one person make a difference?”, I asked. 
“Think Lawrence”... he paused ...”of Arabia”. Next thing I’d 
heard, he gotten a job teaching English at an elite Nablus 
academy, pleased to have on staff an American baccalaureate 
from a good university. Two years later, I ran into him, on 
Campus again. “You’re back. How was it?” “Fools on both 
sides, they deserve each other.” He was just passing through 
town, driving to a new job in Louisiana where, after getting 
settled in, he planned to run for governor. Amply and 
transparently an egomaniacal malefactor, he never lacked in 
the short time I knew him a girlfriend eager to acquire 
meaning, a help mate in his next crusade. 


He was one of those people that would have seemed and 
perhaps been more intelligent if he had talked less. 


He took pride in saying, too frequently, “I never lie about art”. 
In fact, friends valued him for his forthright criticism, and he 
valued himself by their appraisal. He attributed his sincerity 
to his integrity and not to what was innate and unperceived, a 


stinginess and lack of generosity. [Actually, he did notice 
some; this he is me.] 


Subject to condescension, gratuitous animosity, prejudice, he 
always thought, rather diffidently - “So, who am I to be 
offended?” But who would he be if he were thus offended? 
Not the kind of person who’d have ever asked the question - 
he thought. The modesty of his initial question, disqualifying 
himself from an unflattering umbrage, was yet a kind of self- 
pride, the way a glove, turned inside out, is still a glove. 


If grief intensities love -- and it does, might it not intensify 
life? (It doesn’t.) 


Perfection: she was both Odile and Odette. 


The simplest test of your aesthetic judgment: do you prefer 
the sad or a happy ending to Swan Lake? 


The fall of empires: too many laws, too many memories and at 
the end, too many emperors for effective rule and too few to 
manage the memories and laws. 


Viewed from a distance, sparrows fluttering in a dust up. Is it 
love or war? 


The oldest label we can apply to anything -"The new..." 


We don’t believe we will die but we accept it. We believe our 
loved ones will die (having seen it) but don’t accept it. These 
refusals are the instigation and ground for our belief in an 
afterlife and in eternal identities (souls), an oppositional 
attitude that activates our entire metaphysics and its last line 
of resistance - a life line of hope - that our strong imaginings 
have the power to make themselves so. 


Locations. Life and death are equally natural. But life is the 
island and death the sea. 


Having fallen to the floor, there’s the comfort in knowing 
there’s no further to fall. Unless the floor falls. 


Greif: you fall a long way before landing on a platform that 
somehow supports. On your hands and knees, a stunned 
animal, you look around, looking for nothing only to see that 
life has always been there, patiently looking for you. 


To have exposed oneself to a friend and to be stabbed exactly 
at that opening ---at least one knows who to blame (it isn’t the 
friend) and to do so with an intensity to which the ending of 
the friendship seems merely a minor item of deficient 
accounting. 


Being betrayed; being exposed. The former is usually 
forgivable provided it didn’t entail too much of the latter. 


Oh, I was “thick” alright and there were advantages to it. I 
couldn’t be run through. (Touche! but not a Ja fond.) 


Epilogues 


Like depletion after exertion, like rest after sex, everything 
now “after the fact”. At least dying first, she was spared that. 


In my aged wisdom, I reject my poetry and prose and 
wouldn’t regret it if every word I have written disappeared 
from the earth. But my younger self was wiser and 
anticipating my mature repudiations, made sure my books got 
around. 
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In time, the worst thing about being a widower isn’t the daily 
grief, which has become background, a condition of life. Nor 
is it the closet of her clothes, hanging ghosts, waiting for 
triage: which to be given away, which kept, and “must still 
decides”. It isn’t the nick-knacks sheathed in dust (hallowed 
by her touch) that have the power to stab with memory. No, 
it’s cooking and washing-up, the tedious, repetitive business 
of singleton sustenance, when whipping up a dish for two had 
been like throwing fuel on a fire. We basked in the burst of 
heat and light, our surge of good appetite. 


And so, without her, I returned to the books, music, the 
gardening of my youth, yearning as then for her, unknown, as 
I do now for her, known. 


When we close and lock the door at night, who are we closing 
out? Death-, which would be rude, his being a close relation 
except that he has already entered and is patiently waiting. 


To face nothingness without resistance or agitation, to see 
this must be right because it was destined, that it is wrong to 
rage, rage against the night and better to be accepting since 
at worst (or is that at best?), to be nothing is to feel nothing, 
with the intuition too that the nearer one is to statis, stillness, 
the closer one is to motion and change. 


To get through the day and do the required work, the lonely 
formulate habits. After many days, the person is displaced by 
his habits - among them, loneliness - which has become 
habitual. 


Literature was like letters, a lonely person writing to another 
lonely person who wanted to read what had been written. We 
should be cheered computers have replaced isolation with 
constant connectively and distraction, that dispersed 
attention has replaced reading, private focus; that the 
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dimensions of interior and exterior have dissolved into mental 
bandwidth the proof of which is - what are you reading now 
and how are you doing it? 


In writing, a high style (Shakespeare, Donne, James) 
generates high concepts as a type of harmonic resonance, a 
compatibility of carrier and content that equates, for all its 
internal complexity, to the simplicity of a natural law: 
[HS=HC] 


... and wouldn't it really be the greatest cosmic (or karmic) 
joke - that the dead who never had good sex and those that 
did, amounting then to almost everyone, chose, when they 
could have opted out to a higher plane, to be reborn into 
human stress and strife just to have a few hours of erotic 
bliss, like a man desperately clinging to the edge of a cliff 
with one hand and with the other reaching for a strawberry, a 
taste of sweetness. 


9 PM: Another day ended that in a week, a month, I won’t 
remember. Of course, I’m grateful; it’s good to be alive and 
there were no disasters. Yet, being utterly forgettable, such 
days increasingly have the character of superfluous gifts. 


The true aphorist resists writing. If what he writes is true, 
then surely it is already accessible to everyone, the 
expression useless. If what he writes isn’t true, who would 
wish to add to the already too vast mass of swirling, 
parakeeting fictions? Granted, it is facile to divide the world 
into the true and the false when it is a harder and odder thing 
- a true fiction. 


There will be no mourners at my funeral but it is consoling to 
think a few surviving enemies who care will be there thinking 
“good riddance”, speeding me on my way. 
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And how different are we from all the small animals that 
wanted to live? 


Prospero. Who will read these words? Not the young, setting 
out on their life adventure. Nor the middle aged, busy with 
careers, marriages, and family. Not the old, who already 
know. Some evenings, I read to my cat; she blinks her eyes, 
meticulously cleans her paws and after a while lowers her 
head. Lulling a cat to sleep, such is the power of mine art. 
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A Colophonic Blazon 


(“their final blazon ... almost true.”-An Arunde/ Tomb, Phillip 
Larkin) 


| am aware that many (of the few) potential readers of this 
book 

will be put-off by what they take to be its sad contents. They 
are, of course, entitled to this perception. | consider the work 
not sad but “serious”, a precise presentation of things learned, 
living and loving, in the course of a long life endowed with 
happiness and meaning. If some readers are disaffected by 
evidential sadness, more would be by manifest happiness. No 
one wants a recitation of beautiful sunsets, falling leaves, 
walks along the beach, etc., as is simply proven. Proclaiming | 
had good sex 3500 times will, depending on your own personal 
tally, higher or lower, bore or repel. Inchoate creatures; the 
testimony of happiness makes us insecure or begrudging. 
While not describing my contentment might then be 
considered a concession to readers, | can truly say | have 
never tailored any of my writing to what | supposed they, 
imaginary figures, might prefer, a generous restraint that no 
doubt shows. Every step has led me to a place where | am 
satisfied to express unexceptional opinions in ordinary 
language, an indirect demonstration of my oblique belief that 
taking oneself seriously (rather than the work) is a task best 
left to others. 


